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THILY RESPECTED 
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all che reſtof the Noble Society of 
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ey Honourd Friends, 


a Rye Rf He account of ſome leiſurable hovres, ts 
"COS = here ſumm d wp, and offcred to exa- 
| mination, [mportunity of Others, 
or Opinion of mine owne, hath not 
vrg 4 on any confidence of running 
the hazard of a cenſure, As pluraii- 
ty hath reference to a Mullitude, ſo,1 
care not topleaſe Many : but wh:re 
there is a Parity of condition, there the freedom of conſlruti- 
on,makes the beſt muſicke. This concord hath equally held 
betweene You Thx PATRONES, amd Ma THe 
PRESBNTOR. / am cer d of all ſcruplt of dis-reſpet? 
011 your parts 1, as 1 am of too flacke a Merit inmy ſelfe. My 
preſumpuon of comming in Print in this kind, hath hitherto 


been vn-reprooueabie. This Piece,being the firft, that ever 
A 2 courted 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 

courted Readergand it is very poſable,that the like complement 
with Me, may ſoone grow out of faſhion. Aprattice of which 
that 1 may auvid now, 1 commend to the continuance of your 
Loues,the memory of H 1 s ,who without the proteſtation of 
4 ſernice,is readily your Friend, 


Tonx For Dp, 
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To: my DES param: eM aſter lohn 


Ford,o#z his Louers M elancholy, 


Thou dot miſtake : my liking is no prayle : 
Norean I thinke thy Iudgement iis ſo ill, 
To ſeeke for Bayes from ſuch a barraine Quill: 
Let your irve Critick, that can iudge and mend, 
Allow thy Sceanes and Stile: I, as a friend 
That knowes thy worth, doe onely ſticke my Name, 
To {hew my Zone,no; to aduance thy Fame. 


I F that thou think't theſe lines thy worth can raiſe, 


G eorge Donne. 


T o his worthy Friend,the Author, Mas 
ſter Tohn Ford, 


To throw a cenſure vpon what hath been 

By th' Beſt approy'd , 1t can nor teare,nor want 
The Raze,or Liking of the ] gnorant. 
Nor ſecke I Fame be Thee,when thine owne Pen 
Hath forc'd a praiſe long ſince, from knowing Men. 
I ſpeake my thoughts,and wiſh ynto the Stage 
Aeglory from thy ſtudies; thatthe Age 

A 3 May 


I Write not to thy Play : Ile not begin 


May be indebted to Thee, for Reprieue 
Ofpurer language, and that Spighs may grieve 

To ſee 1t ſelfe our-done, When Thou art read, 
The Theater may hope Arts arenot dead, 

Though long conceal'd; that Port-Apes may feare 
To vent their weakneſle, mend,or quite forbeare, 
This [ dare promiſe; and keepe this in ftore 

As thouhaſt done enough, Thou canſt doe more. 


William Singleton. 


CELLO ER RDIEDNYODENSEDBEOSRERHIONG 


To the Author, Maſter Tohn Ford. 


Lacke choler,Reaſons ouer-flowing Spring, 
Where thirſty Lovers drinke,or any Thing, 
Paſſion,thereſtleſſe current of dull plaints 
Afﬀords their thoughts,who deeme loſt beauties,Saints: 
Here their beſt Ledtur.s read.colle&,and ſee 
Various conditions of Humanitic 
Highly enlighten'd by thy Mules rage ; 
Yerall ſo couchrt,that they adorn'd the Stage. 
Shun Phoctons bluſhes thou ; for ſure to pleaſe 
It isno ſinne,then what is thy diſeaſe ? 
Iudgements applauſc ? cffeminated ſmiles ? 
Studie's delight * thy wit miſtruſt beguiles : 
Efabliſht Fame will thy Phyſicion be, 
(Write but againe) to cure thy Jealouſfie, 


Hum, Howorth, 


Of the Lovers Melancholy. 


Eo not the Language, nor the fore-plac'd Rimes 


Ot Friends,thart ſhall commend to after-times 
The Lowers Melancholy : Its owne worth 


Withour a borrowed prayſe,ſhall ſer itforth. 
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THE PROLOGVE. 


9 tellyee (Gentlemen) in what true ſexſe F 
| TheWriter j_Attars,or the audience , © 
Should mold thtir Indgemtts far 4 Play,mizh} Araw 
Truth into Rales,baut we have 10 ſuch law. 
Our Writer, for himſelfe would haue yee know, 
T hat in his following Sceanes,he doth not owe 
To others Fancies,»or hath Layne in wait 
For any ſtolne Inuention, from whoſe height 
He might commend his owne more then the right | 
A Scholer claimes,may warrant for delight. 
It is Arts ſcorne,that ſome of late haue made 
The Noblewſeof Poetry 4 Traat. 
For your parts (Gentlemen) to quite his paiaes, 
Yet you will pleaſe,that as you meet with (traines 
of liebter mixtures,but to caſt your eye 
Kather won the maine,then on the bye. 
His hopes ſtand firme,and we ſhall find it true, , 
T he Lovers Melancholy curd ty you. 


BC. 
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TH E L O V E R 5 
MELANCHOLY. 


Acus I. Scena I, 


Enter ce Menaphon and Pelias, 


HMenaphota, 


(2258 Angers ? How meane you dangers ? that 
oe ; locourtly 
'; You gratulate my ſafe returne from dan- 

gers? 
Pe/, From Trauailes (noble Sir.) 

Men, Theſe are delights, 
If my experience hath nor Trewant-like 
Mis-ſpent the time,which 1 haue ſtroue to vie, 
For bertering my mind with obſcruation. 

Pel. As lam modeſt, | proteſt 'ris {trange : 
But is it poſſible ? 

Men, What ? 

Pel, To beſtride 
The frothy fomes of Neptuxes ſurging waues, 
Wheu blu'tring Boreas roſſech vp the deepe, 


And thuwpsa thunder bounce * 
B Men. 


1, LL OHPYT MI LIN 


2 


Men, Sweet Sir, 'tis nothing, 
Straight comes a Dolphin playing neere your ſhip, 
Heauing his crooked backe vp,and preſents 
A Feather-bed,to watt 'ce to the ſhoare, 
As eaſily as it you ſlept i'th' Court, 

P-1. Indeed,ist true,l pray ? 

Men. Iwillnor ſtretch 
Your Faith vpon the Teinters,prerhee Pe/ras, 
Where did{t thou learne this language ? 

Pel.' I this language ? 
Alas,Sir, we that ſtudy words and formes 
Ofcomplement, mult faſhion all diſcourſe, 
According to the nature of the ſubie&t, Enter Ame. 
But I am) ilent,now appearesa Sunne, thus,Sophre- 
Whoſe ſhadow I adore. nos,and Attendants. 

Men. My honour'd Father. 

S9ph. From mine eyes,ſon, ſon of my care,my loue, 
The 1oyes that bid thee welcome,doe roo much 
ſpeake me a child. 

Mes. O Princely Sir,your hand. 

Amet. Performe your duties where you owe them 
T dare not be ſo ſudden in the plealures, (firſt 
Thy preſence hath _ home. 

Soph. Here thou ſtill findeſt 
A Friend as noble (Menaphon) as when. 
Thouleft{t ar thy departure, 

Men. Yes,] know it, 
To him I owe more ſeruice, — 

Amet. Pray giue leauc, 
He ſhall attend your intertainements ſoone; 
Next day,and next day,for an hourc or two, 
I would cngroflehim onely. 
Soph. Noble Lord. 


\ 


Ame. Yare both dilmiſt, 
Pel, Your creature,and your Seruant, 
Exeunt all but Ameth, Menay, 
Ame. Giue me thy hand, I will notfay, Th'artwel. 
That is the common roade of comon friends, (come 
I am glad | haue thee here— O,I want words ; 
Tolet thee know my heart, 
Men.s Tis peec'd to mine. 
Ame. Yes,'tis,as firmely,as that holy thing 
Call'd Friendſhip can vnite it. Menaphon, 
My Menaphon : now all the goodly bleſſings, 
That can create a Heauen on earth,dwell with thee. 
Twelue monthes we haue been ſundred,but henceforth 
We neuer more will part, till chat fad houre, 
In which death leaues the one of vs behind, 
To ſee the others funerals perform'd. 
Let's now a while be free. How haue thy trauailes 
Disburth'ned thee abroad of diſcontents ? 
Men. Such cure as {icke men find in changing beds, 
I found in change of Ayres, the fancy flatrer'd 
My hopes with caſe,as theirs doe,but the gricfe 
Is {till the ſame. 
Ame. Such is my caſeat home. 
Cleophyla,thy Kinlwoman, that Maide 
Ofſweernefle and humility, more pities 
Her Fathers poore atflictions,thenthe tide 
Ot my complaints. 
Mn, Thamaſta, my great Miſtris, 
Your Princely Siſter,hath,l hopeere this, 
Confirm'd affe&ion on ſome worthy choice. 
Ame. Not any, Mrnaphos. Her boſome yet 
Is intermur'd with 1ce.chough by the truth 


Of loue,no day hath cuer paſt,wherein 


B 2 I haue 


4 ouers Melancholy. 


I haue not mention'd thy deſerts,thy conſtancy 
Thy— Come, introth I dare nortel| thee what, 
Leſt thou mightſt thinke I fawnd vpon a ſinne 
Friendſhip was neuer guilty of; for flattery | 
Is monſtrous ina true friend. 1 
Men. Does the Court | 
Weare the old Jookcs too-? 
Ame, If thou mean'ſt the Prince, 
Ir does,hee's the ſame melancholy man, 
He was at's Fathers death,ſometimes ſpeakes ſence, 
But ſeldome mirth ; will ſmile,but ſeldome laugh , 
Willlend an eare to buſ1neſſe,deale in none , 
Gaze vpon Reuels, Anticke Fopperies, | 
Burt is not mou'd , will ſparing]y diſcourſe, 
Heare muſicke ; but what moſt he takes delight in, 
Are handſome pi&ures, one {o young,and goodly, 
So {weet in his ownenature,any Story 
Hath ſeldome mentioned. 
M:n. Why (hould ſuch as Iam, 
Groane vnder the light burthens of ſmall ſorrowes,, 
. When as a Prince,ſo potent, cannot ſhun 
Motions of paſſion? To be man (my Lord) 
Isto be but the excicitc of cares 
In ſeuera]] ſhapes ; as mileries doe grow, 
They alter as mens tormes, but how, none know. 
Ame. This little Ile of Cyprus ſure abounds 
In greater wonders,both for change and fortune, 
Then any you haue ſcene abroad. 


Acn. Then any 
I have obſer abroad: all Countries elſe 
10 afree cye and mind yeeld ſomething rare, 
And | for my part, haue brought home one Jewell. 
Ofedmirable value. 


Ame, 
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Ame. Jewell, Menaphon ? 

Men. A lewell,my Amethws, a faire Youth 
A Youth,whom it I were but ſuperſtitious; 
Iſhould repute an Excellence more kigh, 
Then meere creations are,to adde delight, 
Ile tell yee how I found him. 

Ame. Prethee doe, 

Mcn. Paſling from Italy to Greece,the Tales 
Which Poets of an elder time haue tain'd 
Toglorihe their Tempe,bred in me 
Deſire of viſiting that Paradiſe, 

To Theſlaly I came,and living private, 


oy, 


Without acquaintance of more ſweet companions, 


Then the old [n-mates to my loue,wy thoughts ; 
I day by day frequentedfilent Groues, 
And lvulitarie Walkes, One morning early 
I his accident incountred me: I heard 
The iweetelt and moſtrauiſhing contention, 
That Art or Naturecuer were at ſtrife in. 

Ame. 1 cannot yet conceiue,what you inferre 
By Artand Nature. 

Men, Iſhall ſoonezeſolueyee. 
A ſound of muſicke toucht mine eares,or rather 
indeed intranc'd my foule : as I ftoleneerer, 
Invited by the melody,l ſaw 
This Youth,this faire-fac'd Youth, vpon his Lute 
With ſtraines of ſtrange variety and harmony, 
Proclaiming (as it ſeem'd) fo bold a challenge 
To thecleare 2ur!(ters of the Woods, the Lirds, 
That as ihey flockt abouc him, all ſtood (ilent, 
Wondring at whar they heard. | wondred too, 

Ame. And lo doe 1,yvud,—on. 

Men, A Nighingale, 


B 3 Natures 


Vide Fami. 
flradam lib.2. 
Prolaſ(.6. Acad. 
>.Imitat.Cla«- 
d14n, 


: Ve Lt TE ancyory, 
Natures beſt skill'd Muficion vndercakes 
The challenge,and for cuery ſeuerall itraine 
The wel-thapt Youth could rouch,ſhe ſung her down ; 
He coo'dnot run D.uifton with more Art 
Vpon his quaking loſtrument,then ſhe, 
The Nightingale did with her various notes 
Reply too, for a voyce.and for a ſound, 
Amethns tis much eaſier to bAceue 
That ſuch they were, then hope to heare againe. 
Amet. How did theRiuals part ? 
Mena, You terme them rightly, 
For they were Riuals,and their Miſtris harmony. 
Sometime thus ſpent,the young man grew at laſt 
Into a pretty anger, that a bird | 
Whom Art had neuer taught Cliffs, Moods,or Notes, 
Should vie with him for maſtery,whoſe ſtudy 
Had buſied many houres to perfit practiſe : 
To end the controuerſie,ina rapture, 
Vpon his Inſtrument he playes ſo ſwiftly, 
So many voluntaries,and ſo quicke, 
That there was curioſitic and cunning, 
Concord in diſcord, lines of diffring method 
Meeting in one full Center of delight, 
_Amet. Now for the bird. 
Mena.  T he bird ordain'd tobe 
Muſicks firſt Martyr,ſtroue to imitate 
Theſe ſcucrall lounds:which, when her warbling throat 
Fail'd in,for griete, downe droptſhe on his [ ute, 
And brake her heart, it was the quainteſt ſadnefſſe, 
"To ſee the Conquerour vpon her Hearſe, 
To weepea funerall Elegy of teares, 
That truſt me (my Ame!hus) I coo'd chide 
Mine owne vamanly weakeneſſe,that made me 


A fﬀel- 


# 


A fellow-mourner with him. Amer. I beleeve thee, 
Arne. He lookes vpon the trophies of his Art, 


Then ligh'd.thea wipd hiseyes, then Ggh'd, andcride, 


Alas poure creature : I will oone revenge 
This cruelty vpon the Author of it 
H-ncetorth this Lute guilry of innocent blood, 
Shall never more betray a harmeleſſe peace 
To an vntimely end: and fn that ſorrow, 
AS he was paſhing it againſt a tree, 
I ſuddenly ftept in. 
Amet, Thou haſt diſcourſt 
A truth of mirthand pitic. 
Mena, | reprieu'd 
Th intended execution with intreaties, 
And interruption : but (my Princely friend) 
It wasnot ſtrange, the muſicke of his hand 
Did ouer-match 4ir4s,when his voyce and beauty, 
Youth,carriage and diſcretion, muſt, from men 
Indu'd with reaſon, rauiſh admiration : 
From me they did. 
CAmet, Butis this miracle 
Not to beſecne ? 
Hen, I won him by degrees 
To chuſe me his Gampanion whence he is, 
Or who,as I durſt-modeſtly inquire, 
So gently hee would woo not to make knowne: 
Onely for reaſons to himlclte reteru'd. 
He told me,thar ſome remnant vt his life 
Was to be ſpent in [ravaile; for his tortunes, 
They were nor meane,nyr riotous , his friends 
MN ot publiſher tothe worls, though nor obſcure : 
His Countrey, Athens : ani 1115 name, Parikeropnills 
Ames, Came he with you to Lyprus f 


Willingly, 


9 10 LOKEYS MECITPCP 
cAten. Willingly. 
The fame of our young melancholy Prince, 
Meleanders rare diitraQtions,the obedience 
Of young Cle, phila,T hamaita's glory, | 
Your matchlcſſe triendſhip,and my deſperate loue 
Preuail'd with him, and I haue lodg'd him priuately 
In Famagoſta. 
Amet. Now thart doubly welcome: 
I will not loſe the {ighr of ſuch ararity 
For one part of my hopes. Whend'ce intend 
To viſit my grear-ſpirited Siſter. 
Mena, May] 
Without offence ? 
Amer, Without offence ? Parthenophil 
Shall find a worthy intercainement too. 
Thou art not ſtill a coward. 
Mena, Shee's too excellent, 
AndlItoo low in merit. 
Amet, ]le prepare 
Anoble welcome, And (friend) ere we part, 
Vnloade to thee an oucr-charged heart. Extunt, 
Enter Rheitus careleſly attyr'd. 
Rher. Twill not court the madneſſe of the times, 
Nor fawne vpon the Riotsthat embalme 
Our wanton Gentry, to preſerue the duſt 
Ot their affeRed vanities in coffins 
Of memorable ſhame - when Common.wealths 
Totrer and recle trom that nobilitie 
And ancient vertue,which renownes the great, 
Who ſteere the Helme of gouernment, while Muſh- 
Grow vp,$& makenew laws to licence folly: (rooms 
Why ſhouldnot I,a May-game,ſcorne the weight 
Of my ſunke fortunes? ſnarle at the vices } 


VVYhich 


The Loney s Melancholy, 


Which rotthe Land, and without feare or wie 
Be mine owne Anticke ? Tis adport to live þ. 
When life is irkelome, it we will nochug 
Proſperity in others,and contemne 
Afflitionin our ſelues. This Rule is certaine, 
«& He that purſues his ſafety from the Schoole 
& OfState, muſt learne to be mad man,or foole. 
Ambition, wealth,caſe,] renounce the diuell 
That damnsyee hereon earth, or I will be — 
Mine owne mirth,or mine owne tormentor, —So, 
Op Enter Pelins. 
Here comes intelligence, a Buzo'the Court, 
Pel, Rhetias,[ fought thee out to rell thee newes, 
New,cxcellentnew newes. Cacolus,Sirra, 
That Gull, that young old Gull, is comming this way. 
Rhet. And thou art his forerunner ? 
Pel. Prethee heare me: 
In ſtead ofa fine guarded Page, 
Wehaue got him 1G! 
A Boy,trickt vp in neat and handſome 
Faſhion; p QileOth 43220 950 
Perfwaded him,thattis indeed a:VVench ; -. 1 
andhe has entertain'd him,hedaestollow him,.,. 
Carries his-{wordand. buckler,waits on his creacher, 
Filles him his Wine, Tobacco,whetshis knife; 
Lackeyes hisletters,does whatleruice elle | | 
Hewould imploy hismao inz beingaskr, 
Why he is ſo irregular in Courtfhipj#,cr;. 144 .1t 
His anſwer is,that fingegreatLades vie;:; 7 
Gentlemen Vſhers t&-gaÞ barebefprerhem, 
He knowes no reaſon, but he may, reduce ; 
The Cautietstghaye women.waite onthe, -. 


Andbobeg ins thefafbion; he.ig:laughtas; ano v9 
Sin #1 C Moſt 
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Moſt complementally. Thou'rburſt to ſee him, 
Rhets Oeclaſtus fo ſurnamed for his gravity, 
Was a very wiſe fellow,kept his countenance 
All dayes of his life as demurely,as a Iudge that 
Pronounceth ſentence of death,on a poore Roague, 
For ſtealing as pwch bacon,as would ſerue at a meile 
Witha Calues head, Yet he ſmil'd once, 
And neuer bur once : Thouartno Scholler,? 
Pel, I have read Pamphlets dedicated'to me : 
Doſt call him CZeelaſtus ? why did hehaugh ? 
Rhet. To ſeean Aﬀe cate Thiſtles. 
Puppy,go ſtudy ro bea (ingular Coxcomb.Gecalusisan 
Ordinary Ape,but thou art an Ape ofan Ape. 
Enter Cuculus and Grilla, 
Pel. Thou haſta Parent to abuſe thy friends ; 
Loeke,looke,he comes,obſerue him ſeriouſly. 
Cucul. Reach me my ſword and buckler, 
Grill. They are hereforſooth, ''/) 51 10 015 
Cucul. How now (Minkes) how now?” Where is your 
duty, your diſtance ? 
Let mehaue ſeruice methodically tendred;you arenow 
One of vs. Yourcutſey ; pood;:temember tharyouare 
To praRtiſe Courtſhipwas thy father aPiper,ſaift'thov? 
Grill,A ſounder of fome ſuch wind-inftrumet forſoorh. 
Cucull, Was he fothold vprhy-head; be chow muſicall 
To me,and Iwill marry thee to'a danicer : one 
That ſhall rydeon his Foot-cloth,'and maintaine thee 
In thy Muffe and Hood; - -- (3th tn 
Grill, That willbefin& indeed. | - 
Cucul. Thouartyer but fimple.- -*' 
Grill, Deethinkeſo 2 - | 
Cucal, Thaveabraine; Irhavea head-piece, 
'O my conſciencegif I rake paines withthee, Iſhood 
C20: #1 Raiſe 


Raiſe thy vnderſtanding(Girle)to the heightofanurſe 
Or a Court-midwite at lcaſt,L will make thee big ; 
Intime,wench. 

Gr:{, Eendoe your pleaſure with me, Sir. 

Pel, Noble accomplitht Cuculus, 

Rhet. Give me thy fiſt, Innocent. 

Cucul, Would'twere in thy belly,there tis. (blunt, 

Pel. That's well, hee's an honeſt blade,though he be 
Cucul, Who cares: we can be as blunt as he Br life. 
Rhet. Caculus,there is within a mile or two,a Sow-pig 
Hath ſuckt a Brach,and now hunts the Decre,the Hare, 
Nay,moſt vnnaturally the wilde Bore, 
Afwell as any Hound in Cyprus. 
Cucul. Monſtrous Sow-pig ! iſt true ? (her. 
Pel. Ile be atcharge of a banker on thee for a ſight of 
Rhet.Euery thing takes after the dam that gaue it ſuck: 
Where hadſt thou thy milke ? 

Cucul, 1? Why, my nurſes husband was a moſt ex- 

Of Shittle-cocks. , -(ccllent maker 
Pel. My nurſe was a woman-ſurgeon, 
Rhet.. And who gaue thee pap, Moule ? 

, Gril: I never ſucktthat I remember, 

Rhet, Lanow, a Shittle-cock-maker, all thy braines 
are ſtucke with corke and feather. Cuculzs, this lear- 
ned Courtier takes after the nurſe too, a(he-ſurgeon, 
which is in effe& a meere matter of colours. Goe, 
learneto paint and dawbe complements, tis thenext 
ſtepto run intoa new ſuit ; my Lady Periwinck!: here 
rieuer ſuckr ; ſuck thy Maſter, and bring forth Moone-. 
calues, Fop,doe; This is good Philoſophy, Sirs, make 
vicon't. | 
Grill. Bleſſevs,whata ſtrange Creatuce this is ? 


Cucul, A Gyll,an arrant Gull by Proclamation. 
C2 Enter 


* LONers Mclanc oy, 


Enter Corax paſſing oner. 


Pel. Corax,the Princes chiefe Phyſicion, 
Whatbuſineſle peeds his haſte— 

Are all things well,Sir? 

Cor. Yes,yes,yes. 

Rhet. Phew,you may wheele about,man, wee know 
yare proud of your {louenry and practice, tis your ver- 
twe;the Princes melancholy fit Ipreſume holds ſtil}, 

Cora.' So doe thy knavery and deſperate beggery. 

Cncul, Aha: here's one will tickle the ban-dog. 

Rhet.. You muſt not goe yer. 

Cora, lle ſtay in ſpight of thy teeth, There lyes my 


grauity : 
' » i Coftlsoff his 20wnts' 
Doe what Cos dareſt,] land thee. 

*Rhtt. Mountebanck, Empricks, Quackſaluers, Mi- 
neralifts; Wizards, Alchimiſts, ca(t- Apothecaries, old 
Wiues and Barbers, are all ſuppoſitors tothe right 
Worſhipfull 'DoRor,as I rake ir. 

Some of yecare the head of your Art;& the hotnes tO, 4 
_ end ie come by rarere; thouliveſt fin eforno other 
or thatthoufeareſt tobe a Cuckold:' 

Cora. Have at thee; thou' affeQ'ſt railing otiely for 
thy health thy miſeries are ſo thickeandſs hſting,that 
thou haſt toronepote denier to beſtow 6h gpeniing a 
veine. Whetefore to' auoide a Pluriſie, thorft be ire 
to prate thy ſelfe orice a'month- into « whipping,'and: 
bleed inthebreech in ſtead of the arme.- '-* 

Rhet. Haue at thee agen. 

Cora, Cotne!' 1-2 2: | 

 Cnenl.. There;thete, cer; 0 rate Door. 

Pel, 
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Pel. Let'emalone, 

Rhet, Thou art in thy Religion an Atheiſt, in thy 
condition a Curre,in thy dyetan Epicure, inthy luſt a 
Goarte, in thy (leepe a Hogge; thou tak'ft vpon thee the 
habic ofa grave Vhiſition, bur art indeed an impoſtrous 
Emperike. Phyficions are the bodies Coblers, rather 
the Botchers of mens bodies; as the one patches our 
catterd clothes, ſo the other ſolders our diſeaſed fleſh. 
Come on. 

Cuc, Tot,tot, hold him tot,bold him toor,tor,tor.tor. 

Cora. The beſt worth in thee, is the corruption of 
thy minde, for that onely intitles thee ro the dignity of 
a lowſe : a thing bred our of the filth and ſuperfluity of 
ill humours : Thou byrft any-where; and any-man 
who defends nor himſelfe with the cleane linnea of ſe- 
cure honeſty; him thou dareſtnot comeneere. Thou 
art Fortunes Ideor, Vertues Bankrupt, Times Dunghil, 
Manhoods Scandall, and thine owne ſcourge. Thou 
wouldſt hang thy ſelfe, ſo wretchedly miſerable thou 
art ; but thatno man will cruſt thee with as much mo- 
ney as will buy a halter :and all thy ſtocke to be ſold, is 
not worth halte as much as may procure ir. 

Rhet, Hahaha; this is flatrery,grofle flattery. 

Cora. I haue imployment for thee,and for yeeall, 
Tur, theſe are but good morrowes bertweene vs, 

Rhet. Are thy bortles full ? 

Cor, Ofrich wine,lets all ſuckerogether. 

Rhet. Like ſo many Swine ina trough. 

Cora. Ile ſhape yeeall for a deuiſe before the Prince, 
Wee'le trie how that can moue him. 

Rhet, He ſhall fret or laugh. 

Cucul, Muſt I make one? 

Cora, Yes,andyour feminine Page too, 

C 3 Gril, 
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Gril. Thankes moſt egregiouſly. 
Pe. Twill not (lacke my part. 

Cacul. Wench,take my buckler. 

Cora. Comeall vato my chamber,the proic& is caſt, 

Thetime onely we muſt attend, 

Rhe;. The melody mult agree well, and yeeld ſport, 

When ſuch as theſe are, Knaues and Fooles conſort, 

Exennt, 


Enter CAmethus, Thamaſta and Kala, 


Amet, Does this ſhew well ? 

Tham, What would you haue me doe ? 

Amet. Nortlike a Lady of the trim,new crepr 
Outof the ſhell of fluttiſh ſwear and labour, 
Into the glittering pompe of caſe and wantonneſſe, 
Imbroideries,and all theſe antike faſhions, 
That ſhape a woman monſtrous, to transforme 
Your education,and a Noble birth 
Into contemptand laughter, Siſter,Siſter, 
She who deriues her blood from Princes,ought 
To glorific her greatneſſe by humility. 

Tham. Then youconclude me proud. 

Amet. Young Menaphon, 
My worthy friend,has lou'd you long,and truly, 
To witnefſchis obedience to your ſcorne, 
Twclue moneths (wrong d .zentleman) he vadertooke 
A voluntary exile. Wherefore (Siſter) 
In this time of his abſence, haue younot 
Diſpos'd of your affe&ions on ſome Monarch ? 
Or ſent Embaſladors to ſome neighbouring King 
With —_— proteſtations of your graces ? 


Your rare pexteions,admirable beauty ? 
This 
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This had been anew piece of modeſty, 
Would haue deſeru'd a Chronicle ! 
Tham, Youare bitter: 
And brother, by your leaue,nort kindly wile, 
My freedome is my births, I am not bound 
To fancy your approuements,but my owne. 
Indeed you are an humble youth, I heare of 
Yourviſits,and your louing commendation 
To your hearts Saint,Clcoph:/a, a Virgin 
Ota rare excellence:what though ſhe wane 
A portion to maintaine a portly greatneſle ? 
Yet tis your gracious {weetneſſc to deſcend 
So low,the meekneſle of your pity leades yee. 
She is your deare friends Siſter,a good ſoule, 
An Innocent, 
met, Thamaſia. 
Thar. I have giuen 
Your CMenaphon a welcome home as fits me ; 
For his ſake entertain'd Farthenophill, 
The handſome Stranger,more Ermiliarly 
Then (I may feare) becomes me; yet for his part, 
I not repent my courteſies,but you—— 
Amet, No more,no more; be affable to both : 
Time may reclaime your cruelty. 
Than. Ipitty 
The youth and truſt me (brother) loue his ſadneſſe : 
He talkes the prettieſt tories, he deliuers 
His tales fo gracefully,that I coo'd fir 
And liſten,nay forget my meales and ſleepe, 
To heare his neat diſcourſes. Menaphon 
Was well aduis'd inchufing ſuch a friend, 
For pleading his true loue. 
Amet, Now I commend thee, 


Thov't 
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Thou't change at laſt; I hope... 
Enter Menaphon and Erocled in mans attire. 
Tham. [I fearel ſhall. 1:3" | 
Amet. Have yeſuruaid the Garden-? | 
Men, Tisa curious, [ 
A pleaſantly contriu'd delight, 
Tham. Youreye (Sir) 
Hath in your trauailes,often met contents 
Of more variety. 
Eroc. Not any (Lady.) 
Men, It were impoſſible,fince your faire preſence 
Makes every place where it vouchſafes to ſhine, 
More louely thenall other helpes of arr 
Can equall, | 
Tham, What you meane by helpes of Art, 
You know your ſelfe beſtybe they as they are : 
You need none I am ſure to ſer meforth. 
Men.” Twould argue want of manners,more then kill, 
Not to praiſe praiſe it /elfe. | 
Tham, Foryour reward, 
Henceforth [le call you Seruant. 
Amet, Excellent Siſter. 
Men. 'Tis my firſt ſtep to honour : May I fall 
Lower then ſhame, when I negle&all ſeruice 
That may confirme this fauour. | 
Tham. Are you well, Sir ? | | 
Eroc, Great Princeſle, I am well,to ſee a League | 
Betweene an humble loue,ſuch as my Friends is, 
And a commanding vertue,ſuchas yours is, 
Are ſurereſtoratiucs. |] L642 
Tham. Youſpeake ingeniouſly. 
Brother, be pleas'd to ſhew the Gallery 
To this young ſtranger;vſe the time a while, 


| And 


Rs 
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And we will altogether to the Courr. 
I will preſent yee (Sir) vnto the Prince. 
Eroc.Y' are all compos'd of faireneſſe, and true bounty. 
Amet, Come,come,wee'l wait thee, Siſter:this begin- 


Doth relliſh happy proceſle, (Qing 
Mena. You haue bleſt me, Exeunt all but T ha- 
Tham. Kala, O Kala, maſia aud Kala, 


Kala, Lady. 
Tham. Weare priuate,thou art my Cloſer. 
Kala. Locke your ſecrets cloſe then : 
Iam not tobeforc'd, 
Tham. Neuer tillnow, 
Coo'd I beſenfible of being traytor 
Tohonour and to ſhame. 
Kala, Youarein loue. 
T ham, Tam growne baſe———7arthenophill— 
Kala. Hee's handſome, 
Richly indow'd :; hehath a louely face, 
A winning tongue. 
Tham, If euer I muſt fall, 
In him my greatneſſe ſinkes. Loveisa Tyrant 
Relifted ; whiſper in his eare,how gladly 
I would fteale time,totalke with him one houre; 
But doc it honourably , preth'ee Kata 
Doenot betray me. 
Kala, Madame,[ will make it 
Minc owne caſe, he (ball thinkeI am in loue with him. 
Tham, | hope thou art not Kata, 
Kala. Tis for your ſake : 
Tle rellhim fo, but Faith I am not, Lady. 
Tham, Pray vie me kindly ; letmenottoo ſoone 
Be loſt in my new follyes. Tis a Fate 
That oucr-rules our wiſdomes,whilſt we {triue 


To 
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Toliue moſt free,wee'r caught in our owne toyles. 
Diamonds cut Diamonds: they who will proue 

To thrive in cunning,muſt cure loue with loue. Exif, 


Finis Atlus Prim, 
CER RNC UIRNCBANSCSACNND 
Aﬀus II. Scena I, 


Enter Sophronos and Arens, 


Sophronos. 
Vr Common. wealth is ſick: tis more then time 
() Chat wee ſhould wake the Head thereof, who 
Inthe dull Lethargy of loſt ſecuriry. (lleepes 
The Commons murmur,and the Nobles grieue, 
The Court is now turn'd Anticke,and growcs wilde, 
Whiles all the neighb'ring Nations ſtand at gaze, 
And watch fit oportunity,to wreake 
Their iuſt conceiued fury,on ſuch injuries, 
As the late Prince,our living Maſters Father, 
Committed againſt Lawes of truth or honour. 
Intelligence comes flying in on all ſides, 
Whileſt the vaſteady mulcitude preſume, 
How that you, 4Arc7#,and I, ingrofle 
(Our of particular Ambition) 
Th'affaires of gouernment, which I for my part, 
Croane vnder,and am weary of. 
' CAret: Sophronos, 
Tam as zealoustoo of ſhaking of 
My gay State fetrers, that I haue bethovghr 
Ollpcedy remedy ; and to-that end 
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As I haue told yee,haue concluded with 
Corax, the Princes chicfe Phyſician, 

Soph. You ſhould haue done this ſooner, Arctas ; 
You were his Tutor, and could beſt diſcerne 
His diſpoſitions to informe them rightly. 

Aret. Paſſions of violent nature, by degrees 
Are eaſili't reclaim'd. There's ſomething hid 
Of his diſtemper,which wee'lnow find our. 

Enter Corax, Rhetias, Peltas, Cuculus and Grills, 
You come on iuſt appointment: welcome, Gentlemen, 
Haue you won Rherias (Corax: ) 

Cora, Moſt fincerely. 

Cucul, Sauce yee, Nobilities : doe your Lordſhips 
eakenotice of my Page? Tis a faſhion of the neweli 
edition,ſpick and ſpan new,without example. Doe your 
honour, Houſwife. 

Grill, There's a curſey for you, and a curſey tor you, 

Soph. Tisexcellent: we muſt all follow taſhion,aad 
entertaine Shee-waiters. 

Aret, 'Twill be Courtly. 

Cucul, Ithinkeſo; Ihope the Chronicles will reare 
me one day for a head-piece—— 

kher. Of Woodcocke without braines in't ; Barbers 
(hall wcare thee on their Citternes, and Hucklters ict 
thee out in Ginger-bread. 

Crcal, Deuill rake thee : I fay nothing to thee now ; 
canſt ler me be quiet ? 

Gril, Y'are too perſtreperous, Sauce-box. 

Cucul, Good Girle, it we begin to pulfz once. 

Pel. Prethee hold thy tongue, the Lords are in the 
prelence. 

Rhet, Mum, Butterſlye., 

Pel, O the ['rince : {tand and keepe lilence. 

D 2 Cucn.. 


20 ve Lowers Meiancholy, 


Cucul, O the Prince : Wench, thou ſhalt ſee the 
Princenow. Soft Muſiche, 


Enter Pallador the Prince,with a Booke in his hand. 


Soph, Aret. Sir , Gracious Sir, 

Prince, Why all this Company ? 

Cora, A Booke! is this the early exerciſe 
I did preſcribe ? in ſtead of following health, 
Which all me couer, you purſue your diſeaſe. (Tennis, 
Where's your great Horſe, your Hounds, your ſer at 
Your Balloone ball, the praftice of your dancing, 
Your caſting of theſledge,or learning how 
To tofſea Pike , all chang'd into a Sonnet ? 
Pray Sir grant me tree liberty to leaue 
The Courr,it do's infe& me with the ſloth 
Ofſkepe and ſurfer: In the Vniucrfity - 
I haue imployments,which to my profeſſion 
Adde profit and report: Here | amloſt, 
And in your wilfull dulnefſc held a man 
Of neither Art nor honeſty: you may 
Command my head; pray take ir, doe; 'twere better 
For metoloſcit,then to loſe my wits, 
And liue in Bedlam : you will torce me too'r, 
I am almoſt mad already, 

Prince. I belecue it. 

Soph.Lettersare come from Creete, which do require 
A ſpeedy reſtitution of fuch (hips, 
As by your Father were long fince detain'd ; 
It nor; defiance threatned. 

Aret, Theſe neere parts 
Of'Syria that adioyne,muſter their friends : 
And by intelligence we learne for certaine, 

The 
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The Syrian will pretend an ancient intereſt 
Of tribute intermitted, 

Soph. Through your Land 
Your ſubieQs murter ſtrangely,and imagine 
More then they dare ſpeake publikely, 

Cora, And yet 
They talke but odly of you. 

Cucul. Hang 'em Mungrels, 

Prince. Ofme ? my ſubicts ralke of me ? 

Cora, Yes,{curuily, 
And thinke worſe ( Prince.) 

Prince, Ile borrow patience 
Alittle time to liſten to theſe wrongs, 
Andfrom the few of you which are here preſent, 
Conceiuethe generall voyce. 

Cora. So,now he is nettled. 

Prince. By all your louesI charge ye,withour feare 
Or flattery,to let me know your thoughts, 
And how | am interpreted : Speake boldly. 

Soph. For my part (Sir) I will beplaine, and briefe : 
I thinke you are of Nature milde and eafie, 
Not willingly provokt, bur withall head-ftrong 
In any paſhon that mifleades your Iudgement. 
I thinke you too indulgent ro luch motions, 
As ſpring out of your owne affeQiions, 
To old to bereform'd,and yer roo young 
To take fit councell from your ſelte,of what 
Is moſt amiſſe. 

Prince. So— Tutor,your conceit ? 

Aret. 1 think you doate (with pardon let me ſpeak it) 
Too much vpon your pleaſures,and thele plealures 
Are ſo wrapt vp in ſelte-loue,thart you couct 
No other change of fortune : woul be (tall 
D 3 What 
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What your birth makes you, but are loth to toyle 
In ſuch affaires of State as breake your (lcepes. 

Cora, Ithinke you would be by the world, reputed 
A man in euery point compleat,but are 
In manners and effe& indeed achilde, 

A boy,a very boy. - X 
Pel. May it pleaſe your Grace, 
I thinke you doe containe within your ſelfe 
The greatZlixer,ſoule and quinteſſence 
Ofall diuine perteQions : are the glory 
Of mankind,and the onely ſtri& example 
For earthly Monarchies to {quare out their liues by : 
Times miracle, Fames pride,in Knowledge, Wir, 
Sweetnelfe, Diſcourſe, Armes, Arts — 

Prince. Youare a Courtier. 

Cucul, Butnot of the ancient faſhion, an't like your 
Highneſle. Tis I; I, that am the credit ofthe Courr, 
Noble Prince: and it thou would'(t by Proclamation or 
Patent.create me Overſeer of all the Taylers in thy Do- 
minions ; then, then the golden dayes ſhould appeare 
againe ; bread ſhould be cheaper , tooles ſhovid haue 
more Wit ; knaues more honeſty; and beggers more 
money. | 

Gril. Ithinke now— 

Cucn/,, Peace you Squall, 

Prince. You have nor ſpoken yet. - 


Cucul, Hang him, hee" nothing but raile, 


Gri/. Moſt abominable: out vpon him. 
Crra, Away Cuculus, follow the Lords. 
Cucul, Cloſe Pageclole. 
They all fall backe, and ſteale out. 
eAanet Priiice and Rhetias; 
Prince. Youare ſomewhat long athinking, 


Ls 
Ryvet. 
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Rhet. 1doenorthinke at all. 

Prince, Am 1 not worthy of your thought ? 

Rhet. My pitty you are— 

But not my reprehenfion. 

Prince. Putty ? 

Rhet. Yes, for I pitty ſuch to whomT owe ſeruice, 
who exchange their happineſſe for a miſery. 

Prince. Is it a miſery to be a Prince ? 

Rhet. Princes who forget their ſoueraignty , and 
yecld ro affe&ted paſſion, are weary of command, You 
had a Father, Sir. 

Prince. our Soueraigne whiles he liu'd. But what of 
him ? | 

Rhet. Nothing. TI onely dar'd to name him , that's 
all. 

Prince. I charge thee by the duty that thou ow'ſt vs, 
be plaine in what thou meaneſt to ſpeake : there's ſome- 
thing that we muſt know : be tree,our cares are open. 

Rhet. O Sir, I had rather hold a Wolte by the eares, 
then ſtroake a Lyan.the greateſt danger is the laſt 

Prince. This is meeretrifling-— Ha ? areal ftollen 
Weare alone : Thou hatan honeſt looke, (hence ? 
Thou haſt a tongue,lI hope,thar is nor oy1d 
With flatrery. Be open,though tis true, 

That in my younger dayes I oft haue heard 
Aecnors name,my Father,more traduc'd, 

Then I could then obſerue; yet I proteſt, 

I ncuer had a friend a ceriaine friend, 

Thar would informe me throughly ot ſuch errors, 
As oftentimes are incident to Frinces. 

Rhet. All this may be. 1hane ſcene a man fo curious 
in feeling of the edge of a keene knife, that he has cut his 
fingers. My fleſh is not of proofe againſt the metal! [ 
am 
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am tohandle , the one is tenderer then the other, 

Prince, I ſeethen I muſt court thee. Take the word ' 
Ofa iuſt Prince for any thing thou ſpeakeſt. 

I haue more thena Pardon, thankes and loue. 

Rhet.l will remember you of an old Tale that forathing 
concernes you, Meleander, the great (but vnfortunate 
Stateſman,was by your Father treated with for a Match 
betweene you and his eldeſt daughter,the Lady Eroclea, 
You were both neere of an age. I preſume you remem- 
ber a ContraQt,and cannot forget Hey. 

Prince. She was a louely beauty : Prethee forward. 

Rhet. To Court was Eroclea brought, was courted by 
your Father,not for Prince Palagor, as it followed, but 
ro be madea prey to ſome lefſe noble defigne, — 

With your fauour I haue forgot thereſt, 

Prince, Good call it backe agen into thy memory, 
Elſe loſing the remainder, I am loſt too, 

Rhet, You charme me. In bricfe, a Rape, by ſome 
bad Agents, was attempted; by the Lord Heleander 
her father reſcude,ſhe conuay'd away. Meleandey accus'd 
of treaſon,his Land ſcized, he himlelfe diftrated and 
confined to the Caſtle where he yet lives. What had 
enſude was doubtfull, Pur your Father ſhortly after 

Prince. But what became of faire Eroclea? (dyed, 

Rhet, She never ſince was heard of, 

Prince. Nohopeliues then 
Of euer,cuer {ceing her againe. 

kh. Sir,l fearcI thould anger yee. There was,as I 
{:id,an old Tale : Ihavenow anew one,which may per- 
haps ſeaſon the firſt with a more delightfull relliſh, 

Prince, I am prepar'd to heare,ſay what you pleaſe. 

Rhet, My Lord Meleand:y falling, on whole fauour 
my tortunes relyde, I furniſht my leltefor —— 

ent 
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bent my courſe ro Arhens, where a pretty accident after 


2 while came to my knowledge. 

Prince, My care isopen to thee. 

Rhet, A young Lady contracted toa noble Gentle- 
man,as the Lady we laſt mentioned, and your Highnes 
were,being hindred by their jarring Parents, ſtole from 
her home,and was conveyed like-a Ship-boy in a Mer. 
chant,from the Countrey where ſhe liu'd,into Corinth 
firſt,and afterwards ro Athens , where in much folitari- 
neſſe ſhe liu'd like a Youth almoſt two yeeres, courted 
by all for acquaintance, butfriend to none byfamiliari. 
tic, 

Prince, In habit of a man? 

| Rhvt, Ahandfome young man,till within theſe three 
moneths, or lefle, her ſweet hearty Father dying ſome 
yeere before, or more, ſhee had notice of it, and with 
much ioy returned home, and as report voyced it,at A- 
thens cnioyed her happineſle : ſhe was long an cxile : 
For now Noble Sir, if you did loue the Lady Erociea, 
why may nor ſuch ſafety and fate dire her, as direed 
the other * tis not impoſſble. 
Prince. If I did loue her, Rhettzs: yes | did. 
Giue me thy hand: As thou did{ ferue M-/cander, 
And art ſtill crue to theſe, henceforth ferue me, 
Rher, My duty and my obedience are my ſuretie, 
But I haue been roo bold. 
Prince. Forget the ladder ſtory of my Father, 
And onely Rherr4s, learne to reade me well, 
For [ muſt cuerthanke thee; th'aſt vnlocke 
A rongue was vow'd to ſilence, for requirail 
Open my boſome, Rh:1tas. 
khet. What s your meaning? | 
Prince, To tyerthee toan oath of fecrecy 


E Valooſe 
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Valooſethe buttons,man,thou doſt it faintly, 
*Whar find(t chou there ? 
Rhet. Apicturein a Tabler, 
Prince, Looke well vpon't. 
Rhet. I doe—yes-—let me obſerue it—— 
Tis hers,the Ladies. 
Prince, Whole ! 
Rhet. Erocleas, 
Prince, Hers that was once Eroclea: for her ſake 
Haue I aduanſtSophrones to the Helme 
Of gouernment for her ſake will reſtore 
Meleanders Honours to him, will for her ſake 
Beg friendſhip from thee, Rhertas. O be fairhfull, 
Andletno politicke Lord worke from thy boſome 
My griefes : I know thou were put on to {aft me : 
But be not too ſecure. 
Rhet, lam your Creature, 
Prince, Continue ſtill thy diſcontented faſhion : 
Humour the Lords,as they would humour me ; 
Ilenot live in thy debr——Wearedifcouer'd, 


Enter Amethus, Menaphon, Thamaſta, Kala, 
Eroclea,as before. 


Amet, Honour and health ſtill wairvpon the Prince. 
Sir,l am bold with fauour to preſent 
Varoyour Highnes, Menaphon my friend, 
Rerurn'd from trauaile, 

Mena. Humbly on my knees 
] kiſfe your gracious hand. 

Prince, It is our duty 
To loue the vertuous. 
Mena, Ii my prayers or ſeruice 
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Hold any value,they are vow'd yours ever. 
Rhet,[ have a fiſt for thee roo(Strippling)th'art ſtarted 
vp prettily ſince I ſaw thee. Haſt learned any wit abroad? 
Canſitell newes,and ſweare lyes with a grace like a true 
Traueller ? Whatnew Owzle's this ? 
Thar. Your Highineſſc ſhall doe right to your owne 
In taking more then common notice of (iudgement, 
This ſtranger,an Athenian,nam'd Par:henophill, 
One, (whom if mine opinion doe not ſooth me 
Too groſlely) for the faſhion of his minde, 
Delerues a deare reſpe&. 
Prince. Your commendations, 
Sweet Couſin, ſpeakes him Nobly. 
Eroc, All the powers 
That centinell juſt Thrones,double theſe guards 
About your ſacred Excellence. 
Prince. What fortune led him to Cyprus ! 
Men, My perlwaſions won him. (trayce 
Amet. And if your Highneſle pleaſe to heare the en- 
Into their firſt aquaintance,you will ſay 
Tham, lt was the neweſt, (weeteſt, prettieſt accident, 
That ere delighted your attention. 
I can diſcourle it, Sir. 
Prince. Some other time, 
How is a cald ? 
Tham, Parthenophill. 
Prince. Parthenophill ? 
Wee ſhall ſort time to take more notice of him. 
Exit.Prince. 
Men, His wonted melancholy Rill purſues him, 
Amct. 1 told youſo. 
Tham, You muſt not wonder at it. 
Eroc. I doe not, Lady, 


27 


E 2 Amt. 


, j 4 < bs 1 Logey, 
 Amet. Shall we to the Caſtle ? 
Men, Wee will attend yee both, 
Rhet, Allthree lle goe too. Harkin thine eare, 
Gallant: Ile keep the old mad man in char, whileſt thou 
gabbleſt to the girle : my tzumb's vpon my lips, not a 
word. 

Am:t.l needenor feare thee, Rhetias. —— Siſter, foone 
Expe& vs: this day wee will range the City, 
Tham, Well, ſoonel ſhall expeRtyee.—XKals * 


Kala.Trult mee. 
Rhet.Troope 0n-—Louc,Loue,whata wonder thou 
art * Exeun, 
Kala and Eroclea ftayes. 


Kala, May 1 not be offenſiue, Sir ? 
Ero, Your pleaſure , yer pray be bricfe. 
Kala. Thenbriefly, good,relolue mee : 
Haue you a Miſtris,or a Vile ? 
Ero, I haue neither. 
Kala Nor did you euer loue in earneſt any 
Faire Lady, whom you wiſht to make your owne ? 
Ero, Not any truly, 
Kala What your triends or meanesare 
I will not be inquiſitiue to know, 
Nor doe [ care to hope for. Bur admit 
A dowre were throwne downe before your choyce, 
Of Beauiy, Noble birth, and ſincere affeRion, 
How gladly would you intertaine it 2 (Young man) 
I doenort tempr you idly. 
Ero. [\hall thanke you, 
When my vnſertted thoughts can make me ſenſible 
Ot what tis ro be happy: torthe preſent 
] am your debtor: and faire Gentlewoman, 
Pray giue me leaue as yet to ſtudy ignorance, 


For 
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For my weake braines conceiue not what concerne me. 
—— Another time. 
Enter Thamaſta, 

Tham. Doe breake off your Parley 
That you are parting ? Sure my woman loues you. 
Can ſhe ſpeake well, Parthenophill ? 

Ero, Yes, Madame : 
Diſcreerly chaſte ſhe can : ſhe hath much won 
On my beliefe, and in few words,bur pithy, 
Much moou'd my thankfulneſſe, You arc her Lady, 
Your goodneſſe aimes (I know) ather preferment : 
Therefore I may be bold to make confefſion 
Oftruth,if eucr I deſire ro thrive 
In womans fauour. Xl is the firſt 
Whom my ambition ſhall bend ro. 

Tham. Indeed. 
But ſay a Nobler Loue ſhould interpoſe > 

Eroc. Where reall worth,and conſtancy firſt ſettle 
A hearty truth,there greatneſſe cannor ſhake ir, 
Nor ſhall it mine: yer Tam buran Infanc 
In that conſtruction, which muſt giue cleare light 
To Ka/a's merit : riper houres hereafter 
Muſt learne me how to grow rich in deſerts. 
Madame,my duty waitson you. 


Extt Eroclea, 

Tham. Come hicher. 

If euer henceforth I defire to thriue 

In womans fauours, Kala is the firſt 

Whom my ambition ſhall bend to 
Kal, Thele very words he ſpake. 
Tham, Theſe very words 

Curſe thee, vnfaithfull creature,tothy graue: 

Thou wood'ſt him for thy ſelte ? 

E 3 Kat. 


'twas (©: 
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Kala, You ſaid I ſhould. 
Tham, My name wasneuer mentioned ! 
Kala, Madame,no: 
We were not come to that. 
Tham. Not come to that ? 
Artthou a Riuallfit to crofſe my Fate ? 
Now pouerty anda diſhoneſt fame, 
The waiting-womans wages,be thy payment, 
Falſe.faithleſſe, wanton beal(t,lle ſpoile your carriage : 
There's not a Page,a Groome,nay,not a Citizen 
Thar ſhall be caſt vpon yee. Kala, 
Ie keepe thee in my ſeruir.” all thy life time, 
Wichout hope ofa husband or a ſuter. 
Kala. I hauenot verily deleru'd this cruelty, 
Tham, Parthenophil{ {hall know, it he reſpe&t 
My birth,the dangerof a fond negle&. Exit Tham. 
Kala, Areyouſoquick ? Well,[ may chance to croſle 
Yourpecuiſhneſſe. Now though I neuer meant 
The young man for my ſelfe ; yer if he loue me, 
Ile haue him,or Ilerun away with him, 
And let her doeher worſt then : whart,we are all 
But fleſh and blood ;theſame thing that will doe 
My Lady good,will pleaſe her woman too, Exit, 


Enter Cleophila aud T rollis. 


Cleo, Tread ſoftly (Troll/o) my Father fleepes ſtill. | 
T ol, ] torſooth : buthe {lcepes likea Hare with his 

eyes open.and that's no good (1gne. 
Cleo. Sure thou art weary of this ſullen living, 

ButIam not, for | rake more content 

In my obcdience here,then all delights 

Thertime preſents cl{ewhere, 


Mcepanaer 


wers M 15 Þ 


eMenander within, Oh ! 

Cleo. Do'ſtheare thar groane ? 

Troll, Heare it?I ſhudder,it was a ſtrong blaſt, young 
Miſtris,able ro roote vpheart, liver, 1ngs and all, 

Cleo, My much-wrong'd Father: let we view his face, 
Drawes the Arras, Meliander diſcouered in « chaire 
eel. 

Troll, Lady Miſtris,(hall 1 fetch a Barbour to ſteale 
away his rough beard, whiles he ſepes in's naps ? He 
neuer lookes in a glaſle, and tis high time on conſcience 
forhim tobeetrimd, has not been vnder the Shavers 
hand almoſt theſe foure yeeres, 

Cleo, Peace,foole. 

Trol.I could clip the old Ruffian, there's haire enough 
to ſtuffe all the great Codpieces in Switzerland, A be- 
gins to ſtirre,a ſtirres. Bleſſe vs how his eyes rowle, A 
good yeere keepe your Lordihip in your right wits,I 
beſcech yee. 

Mel. Cleophila ? 

Cleo. Sir,l am here, how d'ee Sir? 

Troll, Sir, is your ftomacke vpyet?get ſome warme 
porredge in your belly, 'tis a very good lettle-braine. 
| Mel.The Raven croakt, and hollow ſhreeks of Owles 
Sung Dirges ather funerall , I laugh'd 
The whiles : for twas no boot to weepe. The Girle 
Was freſh and full of youth : but,O the cunning 
Of Tyrants that looke bigge,their very frownes 
Doome poore ſoules guilry,ere their cauſe be heard. 
Good. What artthou,and thou ? 

Cleo, I am Cleophila, 

Your wofull daughter. 
Troll, 1am Trollia your honeſt implement. 


Mel, I know yee both. 'las,why d'ce vic me thus ! 
Thy 
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Thy Siſter,my Eroclea, was fo gentle, 

That Turtles in their Downe doe feed more gall, 
Then her ſpleene mixt with:yet when winds and ſtorme 
Drive dirt and duſt on banks of ſpotk ſe ſnow, 
The pureſt whiteneſſe is no ſuch defence 
Againſt the ſullying touleneſſe of that fury. 

So rau'd Agener,that great man,miſchictc 
Againſt the Girle—'twas a politick tricke, 

We were t00 old in Honour.—-—T am leane 
And falne away extremely ; moſt aſſuredly 

I haue not dyn'd theſe three dayes. 

Che. Will you now, Sir ? 

Trell. I beſeech yee heartily Sir. I feele a borcible 
puking my ſelfe, 

Mel, Am | ſtarke mad ? 

Troll. No, no, youare but a little ſtaring-—there's:, 
difference berweene ſtaring and ſtarke mad. Youare 
but whymſed, yer crotchetred,conundroun'd,or fo. | 

Aet, Here's all my care :and I doe often figh | 
For thee,Cleophyla: we are ſecluded | 
From al] good people. But take heed, 4merhus 
Was ſonne to Doryla, Agenors Siler. | 
There's ſome ill blood about him, if the Surgeon * 

Have not been very skilfull ro ler all out. 

Cleo. Iam (alas) too grieu'd to thinke of loue, 
Thai muſt concerne me leaſt. 

Me. Sirra,be wiſe,be wiſe. 

Enter Amethus, Menaphon, Erocles (as before) 
and Rhetas. 

Troll, Who T?I will be monſtrous and wiſe immedi- | 
arcly. Welcome, Gentlemen,the more the merrier, Ile 
lay che cloth,and ſer the ſtooles in a readineſlc, for | ſee 
here is ſome hope of dinner now, Exit Trollto, 
Amet, | 
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Amet,My Lord Meleander, Menaphon your Kinſman 
Newly return'd from trauaile,comes to tender 
His duty tee: to you his loue, faire Miftris, 

Mc. I would I could as cafily remoue 
Sadneſſe from your remembrance, Sir,as ſtudy 
To doe you faithfull ſeruice—my deare Couſin, 

All beſt of comforts bleſſe your ſweet obedience. 

Clo.One chiefe of 'em (worthy Couſin) liues 
In you,and your well-doing, 

Mes. This young firanger 
Will well deſerue your knowledge. 

Amet, For my friends ſake, 

Lady pray giue him welcome. 

Cleo. He has met it,it ſorrowes can looke kindly, 

Eroc., You much honour me. 

Rhet. How a eyes the company : ſure my paſſion will 
betray my weakeneſle O my Maſter, my Noble 
Maſter,doenot forger me, I am ſtill the humbleſt, and 
the moſt faithfull in heart of thoſe that ſerue you, 

Mel. Ha,ha,ha, 

Rhet, There's wormewood in that laughter, tis the 
vſher to a violent extremity. 

Mel. Tama weake old man, All theſe are come 
To icere my ripe calamities. Mena, Good Yncle ! 

Mel.But Ile out-ſtare'ec all, fooles, deſperate fooles, 
You are cheated, grofſely cheated, range, range on, ' 
And rowle about the world to gather moſſe, 

The moſſe of honour, gay reports, gay clothes, 

Gay wiues,huge empty buildings,whole proud roofes, 
Shall with their pinacles,even reach the ſtarres, 

Ye worke and worke like Moles, blind in the paths, 
Thatare bor'd through the crannies of the earth, 
To charge your hungry ſoules 108 luch tuil (urfets, 
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As being gorg'd once,make 'celeane with plenty, 

And when ye haueskimd the vomit of your riots, 

Y arefat in noftelicity burfolly, 

Then your laſt ſlcepes ſeize on'ee. Then the troopes 
Of wormes crawle round,&,feaſt,good cheare,rich fare, 
Dainty delicious — here's Cleophyl: 

All the poore ſtocks of my remaining thrift, 
You.you,the Princes Couſin: how d'ee like her ? 
(Amethus) how dee like her ? 

Am:t, My intents are iuſt and honourable, 

Men. Sir, belecue him. 

Mel. Take her, —we two mult part, go to him,doe. 

Ero, This ſight is full of horror. 

Rhet. This is ſence yet in this diſtraQtion, 

Mel.. In this Iewell I haue giuen away, | 
All what I can call mine. When Iam dead, 
Saue charge; let me be buried in a nooke. 
No guns,no pompous whining : theſe are fooleries, , 
It whiles we live, we ſtalke about the ſtreets, 
Tuſtled by Carmen, Foot-poaſts,and fine Apes, 
In ſilken coates,vnminded,and ſcarce thought on; 
It isnot comely to be hal'd to the earth, 

Like high fed lades vpon a Tilting-day, 
In antique trappings : ſcorne to vſe-leſle teares, 
Ereclea was not cothnd fo :ſhe periſhr, 
And no eye dropt ſauce mine,and I amchildiſh, 
I talkelike one that doates; laugh at me, Rhetias, | 
Or raile atme : they will not give me meate : 
They haue ſtar u'd me : but le henceforth be mine owne 
Good morrow : tis too early for my cares (Cook, | 
To reuell. I will breake my heart a little, 
And tell yee more hereafter, Pray be merry. 

Exit Meleander 
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Rh2t.lle follow him.My Lord Amerhus,vſe your time 
ReſpeRiuely. Few words to purpoſe ſoon'it preuaile : 
Study no long Orations; be plaineand ſhore, 
lefollow him. Exit Rhetias, 

Amet, Cleophyla although theſe blacker clouds 
Ot ſadnes, thicken and make darke the sky 
Of thy faire eyes, yer giue me leaue to follow 
The {treame of ny ofetions : they are pure, 

Without all mixture of vnnoble thoughts, 
Can you be ever mine ? 

Cleo, Tamiolow 
In mine owne fortunes,and my Fathers woes, 

Thar [ want words co tell yee,you deſcrue 
A worthier choice 

Amet, But giue me leave to hope, 

Men. My friend is ſerious. 

Cleo. Sir,this for anſwer : IfI euer thriuc 
In an earthly happineſſe, the next 
To my good Fathers wiſht recouery, 

Muſt be my thanktulneſle to your great merit ; 
Which [ dare promile for the preſent time : 
You cannot vrge more from me, 

Mel. Ho, Cl ophy/a? 

Cleo. This Gentleman is moou'd. 

Ame. Your eyes, Parthenophill, 
Are guilty of ſome paſſion, 

Men, Friend,whar ailes thee ? 

Eroc, All is not well within me. Sir. 

Meleand:r within, Cluophyla ? 

Ame, Sweet Maid, forget me not, we now muſt part, 

Cleo, Still you ſhall have my prayer. 

Ame, Still you my truth. Exennt omnes, 

Finis Atlus ſecundi, 
F 2 AQus 
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Enter Cucalus and Grilla, Cuculus in a blacke velnet 


Cap,and a white Feather, wuh a paper in 
his hand, 


Cucali, 
Dr: not I looke freſhly, and like a Youth of the 
rim? 
Gril. As rare an old Youth as ever walkt 
croſſe-gartered. | 
Cucul. Hereare my Miſtriſles muſtred in white and 
blacke. Xa/a the Waiting-woman, 1will firſt begin at 
the ſoote: ſtand thou for X ala. 
Gril. Iſtand for Kala, doe your beſt and your worſt, 
Cncul, I muſt looke bigge, and care little or nothing 
for her,becauſe ſhee is a creature that ſtands ar livery, 
Thus I talke wiſcly, and to no purpoſe. Wench,as it is 
not firthat thou ſhould'ſt be cither faire or honeſt , fo 
conſidering thy ſeruice, thou art as thou art, and foare 
thy betters, ler them bee what they can bee. Thus in 
deſpite and defiance of all thy good parts,it I cannot in- 
dure thy baſeneſle,tis more ovt of thy courteſie,then my 
deſcruing,and ſo I expe thy anſwer. 
Grill, T muſt confefle — 
Cucul, Well ſaid, 
Grit, YOU are—= 
Cucul, That's true too. . 
Gril. To ſpeake you right,a very ſcuruy fellow,— 
Cucul. Away,away,do'ſt thinke fo ? 
Grill, 
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Grill. A very toule-mouth'd, and misſhapen Cock{- 
combe. 

Cucul, Tleneuer belecue it by this band, 

Grill, A Magot,moſt vynworthy to creepe iIn———- 
To the leaſt wrinckle of a Gentlewomans 
(What d'ce call) good conceit,or ſo,or what 
You will elſe. —-Were you not refin'd by Courtſhip 
And education,which in my bleare cyes : 
Makes you appeare as {weet as any nolegay, 

Or ſauory cod of Muske new fall'n from th'Car. 

Cucnl, This ſhall ſerve well enough tor the Waiting- 
woman.My next Miftris is C/cophy/a,the old mad-mans 
daughter: | muſt cometo her in whining tune, ſigh, 
wipe mine eyes, fold my Armes, and blubber out my 
ſpeech as thus : Even asa Kennell of Hounds ({weer 
Lady) cannot catcha Hare, when they are full paunche 
on the Carrion of a dead Horſe : ſo,cuenſothe gorge of 
my affe&ions being tullcramm'd with the garboyles of 
your condolements,doth tickle me with the prick (as it 
were) about mee, and fellow-fceling of howling out- 
right. 

Grill. This will doo't,if we will heare, 

Cr:cal. Thou ſeeſt | am crying ripe,I am ſuch another 
tender-hearted foole. | 

Grill, Euen as the ſnuffe of a candle that is burnt in 
the ſocker,goes our,2rd leaues a ſtrong perfume behind 
it; or as a picce of toaſted cheeſe next the heart ina 
morning is a reſtorative for a ſweet breath: ſo,even ſo 
the odoriterovs ſauour of your lone doth perfume my 
heart, (Hay ho) with the pure ſent of an intolerable 
content,and not to be indur d, 

Cucul, By this hand tis excellent. Haveatthee laſt 


ofall: for the Princeſle Thamaſta,ſhe that is my Miſtris 
F 3 indeed, . 
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indeed, ſhe is abominably proud. A Lady of a damna- 
ble, high, turbulent, and generous ſpirit. Bur I haue a 
loud-mouth'd Cannon ot mine owneto batter her ,and 
a pen'd ſpeech of purpole . oblerue it. 
Grill, Thus I walke by,heare and minde you nor, 
Cuce/, Though haughty as the Diuell or his Dam, 
Thou doſt appeare, great Miſtris: yet I am 
Like.to an vgly fire-worke,and can mount 
Aboue the Region of thy ſweer Ac— count, 
Wert thou the Moone her ſelfe,yet having ſeene thee, 
Behold the man ordain'd ro mooue within thee. 
——-Looketo your (cle, Houſwite ; anſwer me 
In ſtrong Lines yare belt, (thee blinde : 
Gril. Keepe off, poore foole, my beames will ſtrike 
Flſe if thou rouch me. touch me but behind. 
In Palaces,fuch as paſſe in before, 
Muſtbe great Princes; forat the backe dore 
Tatrer-demallians waite,who know not how 
To get admittance: ſucha one art Thou. 
Cucul.S'foor,this is downe-right roaring. 
Grill, I know how to preſenta big Lady in her owne 
cue, But pray in carneſt,are yov in loue with all theſe ? 
Cucul. Piſh,Ihaue not a ragge of loue about me. Tis 
only a fooliſh humour I am poſlelt with,to be ſurnam'd 
the Conquerour. I. will court any thing, be inloue 
withnothing,norno thing. 
Grill, A rare man you are, [ proteſt, 
Cucul. Yes, I know Lama rare man, andIcuer held 
my lelte fo. 


Exter Peligs and Corax. 
Pcl. In amorous contemplation on my lite , 
Courting his Page by Hel. con, 


Cucul, 


"be Louers Mets 


Cucul, Tis falſe. 
Gril. A groſle vntruth , Ile iuſtifie it, Sir, 
Ar any time, place,weapon, 
Cucul, Marry ſhall ſhe. 
- Cora, No quarrels, good'ee Whiske, Lay by your 
Trumperies,and fall ro your praQtice. [nſtcuRtions are 
ready for you all. Pelzas is your Leader,tollow him.Get 
credit now or neuer. Vaniſh, Doodles, vaniſh. 
Cucnl, For the Deuice. 
Cora. The ſame, get ce gone,and make no bawling, 
Exeunt, 
To waſte my timethus Droanc-like in the Court, 
And loſe ſo many houres. as my ſtudies 
Haue horded yp, is to be like a man 
That creepes both on his hands and knees,to climbe 
A mountaines top, where when he is alcended, 
One careleſle {lip downe,tumbles him againe 
Into the botrome whence a firſt began. 
I ncedno Princes fauour : Princes need 
My Art. Then Corax, beno more a Gull, 
The beſt of 'em c:nnot toole thee,nay,they ſhall nor. 


of, 


Enter Sophronos and Are!us, 
Soph. Wefind him timely now ler's learne the cauſe, 
Aret,Tis fit we ſhould —Sir,we approucyoulearn'd, 
And fince your skill can beſt diſcerne the humours 
That are predominant,in bodies ſubie& 
To alteration: tell vs (pray) what diuc[] 
This Melancholy is, which can transforme 
Men into Monlters. 
Cora. Y'ar your ſelfe a Scholer, 
And quicke of apprehenſion : Melanchety 
Isnotas you conceiue. Indiſpoſition 
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Ofbody,but the mindes diſeaſe, So Exrafie, 
Fantaſtick Dotage, Madneſſe, Phrenzcy, Rupture, 
Of meere imagination differ partly 
rPd.De- From t Melancholy which is briefly this, 
mocrit. Iu- : . , , 
wn = A meerecommotion of the minde,o're-charg'd 
'  Withfeareand orrow, firſt begot i'th'braine, 
The Seate of Reaſon,and from thence deriu'd 
As ſuddenly into the Heart,the Scate 
Of our AﬀeRion. 
Aret. There are ſundry kinds 
Of this diſturbance. 
Cora, Infinite, it were 
More eafic co conieure every houre 
We haue to liue,then reckon vp the kinds, 
Or cauſes ofthis anguiſh of the minde. 
Seph. Thus you conclude, that as the cauſe is doubt- 
The cure muſt be impoſſible; and then (full, 
Our Prince (poore Gentleman) is loſt for eyer, 
As well vato himſelfe,as to his ſubie&s. 
Cora. My Lord,you are too quick, thus much I dare 
Promiſe,and doe,ere many minutes paſſe, | 
I will diſcouer whence his ſadneſle is, 
Or vndergoe the cenſure of my ignorance. 
Aret, You area Noble Scholer, 
Soph. For reward, 
You ſhall make your owne demand. 
Cora, May I beſure ? 
Arer, We both will pledge our truth. 
Cora. Tis ſoone perform'd, 
Thar 1 may be diſcharg'd from my attendance 
At Court,and neuer more be ſen for after : 
Or if | be,may Rats gnaw all my bookes, 
If I gerhome once,and come here againe, 


Though 
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Though my necke ſtretch a halter for't,I care nor. 
Soph. Come,come,you ſballnort ſcare it. 
" Cora, Ile acquaint yee 
With what is to be done,and you ſhall faſhion it. 
Exeunt omnues. 


Enter Kala and Eroclea, as before, 


Kala. My Lady do's expe&'ee,thinks all time 
Too flow till you come to her : wheretore young man, 
If you intend to loue me,and me onely, 
Before we part,without more circumſtance 
Letvs betroth our ſclues. 

Eroc. Idarenotwrong'ee 
You are too violent, 

Kala, Wrong me no more 
Then I wrong you : be mine,and TI am yours : 
[ cannot ſtand on points. 

Eroc, Then to reſolue 
All further hopes, you neuer can be mine, 
Muſt nor, (and pardon though I ſay) you ſhall nor. 

Kala,The thingis ſure a Gelding —Shal not?well, 
Y are beſt to prate vnto my Lady now, 
What proffer I haue made. 

Eroc. Neuer, | vow. 

Kali, Doe,doc.tis but a kind heart of mine owne, 
And ill Iucke can vadoe me.- Be refus'd ?. 
O ſcicuy,——Pray walke on, lle ouertake ce. 
\Vhat a greene-{ickneſſc-liuer'd Boy isthis! Exit Ere. 
My Maiden-head wil! ſhortly grow ſo (tale, 
That twill be mouldy : but Ile marre her market. 

Enter Menaphon, 
Hen, Parthenophillpaſt the way ; prethee Ka's 


Dire& 
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Dire& me to him, 

Kala, Yes,l can direQ'ee: 
But you (Sir) muſt forbeare. 

Men, Forbeare ! | 

Kala, I ſaid fo. 

Your bounty h'as ingag'd my truth, receiue 
A ſecret, that will, as you are a man, 

Startle your Reaſon: tis bur meere reſpe& 
Of what [owe to thanktulnefle. (Deare Sir) 
The Stranger whom your courteſie receiued 
For Friend, is made your Riuall. 

Men, Riuall, Kala. 

Take heed,thou art too credulous. 

Kala. My Lady 
Doates on him : 1 will place you ina roome, 

Where, though you cannot heare, yet you ſhall ſee 
Such paſſages as will confirmethe truth 
Ot my intelligence. 

AMcn. Twill make rge mad. 

Kala, Yes,yes: it makes me mad too,that a Gentle- 
So excellently ſweer,fo liberall, (man 
So kind,ſo proper,ſhould beſo betray'd 
By a young ſ{mooth-chind ſtraggler:but for Joues ſake 
Beare all with manly courage —— Nota word, 

I am vndone then. 
Mena. That were too much pity : 
Honeſt. moſt honeſt Ka/a; tis thy care, 
Thy ſeruiceable care. 
Kal.Youhauecuen ſpoken all can be ſaid or thought. 
Men. I will reward thee : 
But as forhim,vngentle Boy,lle whip 
Histalſhood witha vengeance, — 
Kata, O fpeake little. 


Walke 
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Walke vp theſe ſtaires, and take this key,it opens [ 
A Chamber ddore,where at that window yonder, 
You may ſeeall their courtſhip. 
Men, I amfilent, Exit Menap, 
Kala, As little noyle as may be,[ beſeech yee 
There is a backe-ſtaire to conuey yee forth 
Vnſeene or vnſuſpe&ted.— He that cheat :$ 
A Waiting-woman of a free good turne 
She longs for, muſt expe a ſhrewd reuenge. 
Sheepe-ſpirited Boy, although he had not married me, 
He might haue proterd kindnefle in a corner, 
And neer haue been the worſe for't. They are come; 
On goes my fer of Faces moſt demurely. 
Enter Thamaſta and Ercclea, 
Tham, Forbeare the roome. 
Kala, Yes,Madame. z 
Tham, Whoſoeuer requires acceſſe to me,deny him 
entrance till I call thee,qad wait withour. 
Kala, | (hall. Sweet Yenzs, turne his courage to a 
Snow-ball,I heartily beſeech ir. Exit. 
Tham, | expoſe 
The Honour of my Birth,my Fame,my Youth, 
To hazard of much hard conſtruQion, 
In ſeeking an aduenture of a parley 
So priuate with a Stranger ; it your thoughts 
Cenſure me not with mercy,you may foone 
Conceive. haue laid by that modeſty, 
Vhich ſhould preſerue a vertuous name vnſtain'd. 
Eroc, Lady,to ſhorten long excuſes; time 
And fate experience have lo throughlyarm'd 
My apprehenſion, with a reall taſte 
Ot your mo(t Noble nature, that to queſtion 
The leaſt part of your bounties,or that ſreedome 


G 2 Which 
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Which Heauen hath with a plenty made yourich in, 
Would argue me vnciuill,which is more, 
Baſe-bred,and which is molt of all, vathankefull, 

Tham. The conſtant Loadſtone, and the Steele are 
In ſeuerall Mines : yet is there ſuch a league (found 

zerweene theſe 2Minerals,as if one Veine 
Ofearth had nouriſht both, The gentle Mirtle 
Is not ingraft vpon an Oliues ſtocke : 
Yet nature hath betweene them lockta ſecret 
Of Sympathy,that being planted neere, 
They will both in their branches,and their rootes 
Imbrace each other ; twines of Iuie round 
The well growne Oake; the Vine doth court the Elie; 
Yet theſe are different Plants. Parihenophill, 
Conſider thisaright,then theſe fleight creatures, 
\V'ill ftortifie che reaſons I ſhould frame 
For that vngrounded (as thou think'ſt) affeRion, 
_ Waich is ſubmitted toa ſtrangers pitie. 

True lone may bluſh, when ſhame repents too late, 
Burt in all ations Nature ycelds to Fate. 

Eroc, Great Lady, twerea dulnefſe muſt exceed 
The groſleſt and molt fotriſh kind of ignorance, 
Notrto be ſenſible of your intents : 

I clearely vaderſtand them. Yet ſo much 
The difference berweene that height and lowneſle, 
V hich doth diſtinguiſh our vncquall fortunes, 
Diſlwades me from ambition; that I am 
Humbler in my deſires, then Loues owne power 
Can any way raile vp. 
Than, IamaPrancefle, 
And know no law of flauery,to ſue, 
Yetbe dcnied ? 
Ero. lam ſo much aſubict 
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To enery law of Noble honeſty, 
That to tranſgreſſe the vowes cfperfeRt friend(hip, 
I hold a ſacriledge as foule,and curs'd, 
As if ome holy Temple had bin robd, 
Andl1 thethiete, ; 
Tham, Thou art vnwiſe, young man, 
To inrage a Lyoneſle. | 

Eroc. It were vniuſt 
To falffie a faith,and ever afrer 
Diſroab'd of that faire ornament, liue naked, 

A ſcorne to time and truth, 

Tham. Remember well who I am, and what thou arr. 

Ero. That remembrance 
Prompts me to worthy duty,O great Lady. 

It ſome tew dayes haue tempted your free heart, 
To caſt away aftetion on a ſtranger: 

If that affetion haue ſo ouerſway'd 

Your [udgement, that it in a manner hath 
Declyn'd your ſoueraignty of birth and ſpirit : 
How can yee turne your eyes off from that glafle, 
Wherein you may new Trim, and ſettle right 

A memorable name ? 

Tham, The Youth is idle, 

Ero, Dayes,months and yeeres are paſi, ſince 1/c4- 
Hath lou'd and feru'd you truly : Menaphoy ; (phor 
A man of no large diſtance in his blond, 

From yours ; in qualities deſertfull,grac't 
With Youth, Experience , every happy gifc 
Thar can by nature,or by Education 

Improue a Gentieman : for him(great Lady) 
Let mepreuaile,that you will yer at laſt, 
Vnlocke the bounty, which your love and care 
Haue wilely treaſur'd vp, rt 1arich his lite, 


P 3 Tham. 
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Tha. Thou haſt a mooving eloquence, Parihenoph ill, 
Parthenophill,in vaine we (triue to croile 
"The deſtiny that guides vs. My great heart 
Is{toopt ſo much beneath.tharwonted pride 
Thatfirſt diſguiz'd it, that Lnow preferre 
A miſerable life with thee, before 
All other earthly comforts, UP. 
Eroc, Menaphon by me, repeates the ſelfe-ſame words 
You aretoo cruell, if you can diſtruſt (to you: 
His truth,or my report. 
Tham, Got where thou wilt, 
le be an exile with thee,l will learne 
To beare all change of fortunes. 
Ero, For my friend, pleade wich grounds of reaſon. 
7ham. For thy loue; tf, 
Hard-hearted youth,l here renounce all choughts 
Ofother hopes,of other intertainements, 
Eroc, Stay,as you honour Vertue. 
Tham, When the proffers of other greatneſſe—— 
Eroc. Lady. 
Theam, When intreats of friends; 
Eroc. Tleeale yourgriete. 
Tham. Reſpe& of kindred : 
Eroc, Pray giue mehearing. 
Tham. Loſle of Fame ; 
Eroc, I craue but ſome few minutes. 
Tham. Shall infringe my vowes,let Heauen--— 
Eroc, My loue ſpeake t'ce ; heare then,goeon. 
Tham. Thy love,why.tis a Charme to ſtop a vow 
In its moſt violent courle. 
Eroc. Cupid has broke 
His Arrowes here, and like a child vnarm'd, 
Comes to make ſport berweene vs with no weapon, 


Bur 
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But feathers ſtolne from his mothers Doues. 
Tham, This is meere trifling, 
Eroc. Lady,take a ſecret. 

I am as you are,in a lower ranke 

E'ſe ofthe ſelfe ſameſexe, a maide,a virgine. 

And now to vſe your owne words,if your thoughts 

Cenſure me not with mercy,you may ſoone 

Conceiue,[ haue laid by that modeſty, 

Vhich ſhould preſerve a vertuous name vnſtain'd, 
Tham, Areyounot mankind then ? 
Eroc. \When you ſhall reade 

The ſtory ofmy forrowes, with the change 

Of my misfortunes,in a letter printed 

From my vnforg'd relation; I beleeue 

You will not thinke the ſheading ofone teare, 

A prodigality that misbecomes 

Your pitieand my fortune. 
Tham. Pray conceale the errors of my paſſions, 
Eroc. WouldI had 

Much more of honour (as for life I value'tnot) 

To venture on your ſecrecy. 
Tham. It will be 

A hard taske for my Reafon,to relinquiſh 

The afte&ion which was once deuored thine, 

I ſhall a while repure thee ſtill che youth 

Ilou'd fo dearely. 


Eroc. You ſhall find mee cuer, your ready faithful! 
Tham. Othe powers ({eruanr, 
Who doe dire our hearts, laugh at our follies, 
We muſt not part yet. 
Er0.Let not my vnworthines alter your good opinion, 
Tham, I ſhall henceforth 
Be icalous of thy company with any ; 


My 
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My feares are ſtrong and many. Kala enters, 
Kala, Did your Ladiſhip call me ? 
Tham, For what *? 
Kalr, Your ſeruant Menaphon defires admittance. 
Enter Menaphon. 
Mes. \Vith your leaue, great Miſtris ! I ome— 
So priuate : is this well, Parthenophill ? 
Eroc, Sir, Noble Sir. 
Men, You are vnkind and treacherous, 
This tis co truſt aſtraggler. 
Thaw, Pretheeſeruant, 
Cen. I darenor queſtion you,youare my Miſtris ; 
My Princes necreſt Kinſwoman,but he— 
Tham, Come,you areangry. 
Mena. Henceforth L will bury 
Vnmanly paſſion in perpetuall filence. 
Ie court ine owne diftration,dote on folly, 
Creepe to the mirth and madnefſle of theage, 
Rather then beſo {[au'd againe rowoman, 
Which in her beſt of conſtancy is ſteddift 
In change and ſcorne. 
S « Tham. How dareye talke to me thus? 
AMen.Dare? Were you not owne Siſter to my friend, 
Siſter to my Amethwus , I would hurle ye 
As farre off from mine eyes,as from my heart ; 
For I would neuer more looke on yee. Take 
Yourlewellt'ee. And Youth, keepe vnder wing, 
Oc—Boy— Boy. 
Tham, If commands be of no force, 
Let me iatreat thee, Meraphon. 
Meu, Tis naught,tye,fye,Parthenophillhaue I deſeru'd 
Tobe thus vs'd ? 
Eroc, I dpe proteſt-=—— 
Mcp, 
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Mev, You ſhall nor, 
Henceforth 1 will be tree,and hate my bondage, 
E-ter Amethus., 
Amet, Away ,away to Court, the Prince is pleas'd 
To ſcea Vaske to night,we mnſt attend him: 
Tis neere vpo1 the tine, —How thriues your ſuit ? 
Men, The ludge, your Siſter, will decide it (hor ly, 
Tham, Parthenophill,l will not ruſt you from me. 


Enter Prince, CAretas,Corax(with a Paper-plot) 
ſer nanis with torches, 


Cor, Lights and atrendance,] will (hew your highnes, 
A trifle vt mine owne braine It you can, 
Imagine you were now in the Varſity, 
Y ou'l! take 3t well cnough,a Schollers fancy, 
A quab. Tis n-hingelle a very quab. 
Prince, We will oblcrue it, 
Sorh. Yes,and grace it tO © ir. 
For Co-ax elie is umurous and teſt, 
Arct. By any meanes,men {ingular in Arr, 
Have alwayes ſme 0dodc whimley more then viuall. 
Prince, The name of this coniccir, 
Cora. Sir,it 1scalled the Maske of Mclancholy. 
Aret, We miſt looke for nothing but launeſle, here 
Cera. Madnefle rather (then. 
In ſcuerall changes : Melancholy is 
The Roote alwell of every Apith Pr renſey, 
Laughter and mirth, as dulnefle, Pray my Lord 
Hold and oblerue the plot,tis there exprett 
In kind, what ſhall be now expreſt in action, 
Enter Amethus, Menapher,T hamaſta, Erociea. 
No interpretation,take your places quickly. 


Nay, 
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Nay,nay,leaue ceremony: ſound to the entrance, 
Floriſh. 


Enter Rhetias, his face whited, blacke ſhag haire, long nailes, 
a piece of raw meate, 


Rhet. Bow, Bow, wow, wow, the Moone's eclipſed. 
letothe Church-yard and ſup : ; Since I turn'd W olte, 
I bark and howle,and digge vp graues, I will never haue 

the Sunne ſhine againe,tis midnight, deepe darke mid. 
night,gera prey, and fall roo, I hauecatcht thee now, 
Arre. 

Cora, This kind is called, Lycanthropia, Sir, 
When men concciue themſelues Wolucs. 

Prince. Here I findeit. 


Enter Pelias. A Crowne of feathers on, Antick- 
ly rich, 


Pe/.T will hang 'em all,and burne my wife:was I notan 
Emperour , my hand was kift.and Ladies lay downe be- 
fore me. In triumph did [ ride with my Nobles about 
me,till the mad-dog bit mee, 1tell, and 1 tell, andI tell, 
It ſhall be treaſon by Statute for any man to name wa- 
ter,or waſh his hands throughout all my Dominions ; 
breake all the looking-glaſſes, I will not ſee my hornes - 
my wife Cuckolds me,the is a-whore.a whorc,a whore, 
a whore, 

Prince, Hydrophebia terme youthis ? 

Cora, And men poſleſt to,(hun all fight of water : 
Somerimes. if mixt with jealoutfie, it renders them 
Incurable.and oftentimes bring» death, 


Enter 
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Enter Philoſopher in blacke rags, a copper ch1ine 0,41 old 

Gowne half: off ,and Booke. 

Phi. Philoſophers dwel in the Moone Speculation and 
Theory girdle the world about like a wall. Ignorance 
like an Acheiſt,muſt bee damn'd in the pit. I amvery, 
very poore,and pouerty is the phiticke for the ſoule :my 
Opininns are pure and pertect. Enuy is a montter, and 
I dehie the beaſt. 

Cora. Delirium this is call'd, which is meere dotage, 
Sprung from Ambicion firit,and ſingularity, 
Selte loue and blind opn10n of rrue merit, 

Prince. 1 not diflike the courſe. 


Enter Grilla in arich Gowne, great P ardingale, great Rnffe, 
Muff”, Fan, and Cox.ombe on her head, 


Grill, Yesforſooth, and no forſooth, is not this fine, 
I pray.your bleſſing Gaffer, here,here, here did hee giue 
me a (hough,and cut offs taile : buſle,buſſe Nuncle,and 
ther's a pum for Daddeec, 

Cora. You find thisnoted there, Phrenitis. 

Prince. Trove. 

Cora. Pride is the ground on't ; 
[t raignes moſt in women. 


Enter Cuculus like a Bedlam ſingine., 


Cucul, They that will learne to drwike a heal:h in Hell, 
Muſt learne onearth to take T obacco well, 
To take Tobacco we {l,to take T obacco well : 
_ For tn Hell they drink nor Wme,nor Aic,nor Beere, 


But fire, and (moake,and ſtench,as we aq heere. 
H 2 Rhet. 
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Rhet, Ile ſoope thee vp. 
Pel. Thou'ſt iraight ro execution. 


Philoſ. Expell him the houſe, tis a Dunce. 


Cuculus fings. 
Harke,did ye not heare a rambling, 
The Gobblings are now 4 tumbling : 
Il: teare'em, Ile [eare em, 

Ile roare'em, Ile goare 'em : 


Bounce, the gun's off. 
Prince. Youname this here, Hyporonariacal, 


The head,and thence deriu'dto th'animall parts 
To be too ouer-curious, loſſe of goods, 
Or friengs,exceſſle of feare,or ſorrowes cauſe it, 


Emer 4 Sea-nimph biz- belted, (inging and 
CUTLIG 


Good your Honours, 
Pray yorrr Wo! ſhrps, 
Deare your Beauties, 
Cucal. Hang thee, 
T l:ſhyour ſides, 
T01ame your hides, 
To|conrge your prides, 
And bang thee, 
Nym, Were pretty and dainty and I will begin, 
See how they doe Ieere me, deride mc,and ern : 


And ket vs conclude our delights in « Dance. 


Gril. Foole, Foole, Foole,catch me and thou canſt, 


Now,now now,my braints are a Inmbling, — 


Cora, Which is a windy flattuous humour ſtuffing 


Come ſport me,come court me,your Topſatle aduance, 


All, 
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All, A Dance,a Dance,a Dance. 

Cora. This is the Wanton Mclancholy,women 
With ch1ld poſle(t with this ſtrange tury often, 
Haue danc'd three dayes together with ut ceaſing, 


Prince. Tis very ſtrange: but Heau'n is full of miracles, 


The Daiice : 


Which ended,they all ru» eut in conples, 
4 


Prince. Weare thy debtor (Corax) tor che gitt 
Nf this inuention : but the plot deceiucs vs; 
VVhat meanes this empry ſpace, 

Cora, One kind of Melancholy 
Is onely left vorouch'd, twas not 1:1 Art 
To perſonate the ſhadow of that Fancy. 
Tis nam'd Lowe: Melancholy. As lot inflance, 
Admit this ſtranger here Young wan,ſtand forth) 
Intangled by the beauty of this Lady, 
The great Thamajis,cheriſhr in his heart 
The waight of hopes and feares : it were impoſſivle, 
To lymne his paſſtons in ſuch lively colours, 
As his owne proper ſufferance coo'd expreſle. 

Er0, \ ou are not modeſt Sir. 

Tham, Am 1 your mirth? 

Cora. Loue is the Tyrant of the heart,it darkens 
Reaſon,contounds difcretion,deafe to counſel] : 
It runnes a headlong courſe to deſperate madneſle. 
O were your Highnes but toucht home,and throughly, 
Wirth this(whar ſhall * call it)Diucll 


(agen 


Prince, Hold, let no man henceforth nawe the word 


Wait you my pleaſure, Youth , tis late, to reſt, 
Cora. Ny Loid—— 
$9ph. Fnough, thou art a perfe Arts-man. (sﬆin: 
Cora, Panthers may hide their heads, nor change the 
And louc pentne're foclofe yer will be fſeene, Ex u#t. 


Fink altus Teriq. Aaus 
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JECTS SHUNT RBEANGBECNTG 
AQuus LIII. Scenal, 
Enter Amethus and Menaphon. 


Amethus, 
Oate ona ſtranger ? 
D Mena. Covrthim,plead,and ſue to him, 
Amer, AﬀeRionarely ? 

Mena. Seruilely ; and pardon mc, if I fay baſely. 

Amet, Women in their paſſions, 
Like falſe ficrs flaſh,to fi1ght our crembling ſences ; 
Yet in themſelues containe nor light nor heate. 
My Siſter doe this 7 Shee,whole pride did ſcorne 
All thoughts that were not buſied on a Crowne ? 
To fall fo farre beneath her fortunes now /? 
You are my friend. 

Mcna., What I confirme, is truth, 

Amet, Truth, Menaphon ? 

Mena. If I conceiu'd you were 
Tealous of my ſincerity and plainneſle, 
Then Sir--— 

Amet.Whart then, Sir ? 

Mena, I would then refolue, 
You were as changeable in vowes of friendſhip, 
As is Thamaſta in her choice of loue. 
Thar finne is double,running ina blood, 
Which iuſtifics another being worſe, 

Amet. My Menaphon,excvule me,l grow wilde, 
And would not willingly beleeue the truth 


Ot my diſhonour She ſhall know how much 


Iam 
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I am adebtor to thy noble goodneſle, 
By checking the contempr, her poore deſires 
Haue ſ>e her fame in. Prethee tell me (friend) 
How did the Youth receiue her ? 

Mena. With a coldneſle, 
As modeſt and as hopeleſſe,as the truſt 
I did repoſe in him,coo'd wiſh,or merit, 


Enter Thamaſta and Kala. 

Ame, I will eſteeme him dearely, 

Men. Sir, your Siſter. 

Tha, Seruant,I haue imployment for yeo. 

Amet. Harke yee : 
The maske of your ambition is fallen off, 
Your pride hath ſtoop'r to ſuch an abie&lowneſle, 
That you haue now diſcouer'd to report 
Y our nakedneflc in vertue,honors,ſhame 

Thmm. Youare turn'd Satyre. 

Ame, All the flatteries 
Ofgreatnefle haue expos'd yee tocontemprt. 

\Tham, This is meere rayling. 

Amet.Y ou hauc fold your birth, for luſt. 

7 ham. [.uſt? 

Amet, Yes,and atadeare expence 
Purchaſt the onely glories ofa Wanton. 

Tham, A Wanton? 

CAmet. Let repentance ſtop your mouth. 
Learne to redeeme your fault. 

Kat.] hope your rongue ha's not betrayd my honeſly. 


Men, Feare nothing. 
Thim. if( Uenaphon, )T hitherto haue ſtroue ; 


To keepe a wary gvard abuut my fame ; 
If I bauc vied a womans $kull rode 


The 
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The conſtancy of your proteſted loue ; 
You cannot in the Juſtice of your tudgment, 
Impute that to a Coyneſle,or negleQ, 
VW hich my diſcretion and your feruice aym d 
For noble purpoles. 
Mena, Great Miſtris,no : 
I rather quarrell with mine owne ambition, 
Thar durit to foare ſo h. gh,as to feed hope 
Ot any leaſt deſerr,that might intitle 
My duty,toa penſion from your fauours. 
Ame. And therefore Lady (piay obſerue him well) 
He henceforth couers playnecquality ; 
Indeuouring ro rancke his tortunes low, 
Wich ſoine fic partner, wh-»m without preſumprion, 
Withovr off:nce or danger, he may cherith ; 
Yes and command coo,as a ite a V'ite ; 
A Wite,my moſt great Lady 
Kal: all will our, 
T ham. Now | perceiuz the league of Amitye, 
V hich you have long betweene yec,vow'd aud kept, 
I: t cred and 1nuiolable , ſecrets 
Ote ery nature are 1n common t'ee : 
] have treſpa!s d,and ! haue been faulty : 
Let not coo rude a Cenſure doome me guilty, 
Or iudge my errouc wiltol] without pardon. 
Arn, Gracious and vercuous Mitltris. 
Ame, I 15a tricke, 
There is no truſt 1n temale cunning(friend) 
Ler her firlt purge her tollics pait,an« cleere 
The wrongs done to her honor, by ſome lure 
Apparant te{imony of her conſtancy : 
Or wee will not belecue theſe childiſh plots ; 
As you reſpect my friendſhip,lend no care 
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To areply. Thinke on't. 
Men. Pray loue your fame. Exennt Men, Amet., 
Tham, Gon ! I am ſure awake. &/aI finde, 
You hauenot been ſo truſly as the duty 
Youow'd,requir'd. 
Kala Notl * Idoeproteſt,l haue been, Madam. 
Tham, Beeno matter what. 
I'me pay'd in mine owne Coyne ; ſomething I muſt, 
And pecedily—ſo, — ſecke out Cucnius 
Bid bim attend me inſtantly. 
Kala That Anticke ! 
The trim old Youth ſhall wairyee. (indeed: 

Tham, Wounds may be mortall,which are wounds 

** But no wounds deadly,till our Honors bleed, Exeurr. 
Enter Rhetias and Corax. 

Rhet,Thar't an excellent fellow. Diabolo.O this louſic 
cloſe-ſtoole Empricks,that will vndertake all Cures, yer 
know not the cauſes of any diſeaſe. Dog-leaches, By the 
foure Elements I honor thee,coo'd findein my heart to 
turne knaue, and bee thy flatterer, 

Cora. Sirra,tis pitty thaſtnot been a Scholer , 
Th'art honeſt, blunt,and rudeenough. O Conſcience ! 
Bur for thy Lord now,I haue purhim too'r. 

Rhet. He chafes hugely, fumes like a ſtew-pot, Ts he 
not monſtrouſly ouergone in frenzy ? 

Cora, Rhetias,tis not a madneſle,but his ſorrow's 
Cloſe griping griefe, and anguiſh of the ſoule 
That torture him : be carries Hell onearth 
Within his boſome, twas a Princes tyranny 
Caus'd his diſtraQion,and a Princes ſweernes 
Muſt qualifie that ternpelt of his minde. 

Rhet, Corax go prayle thy Art, were to aſſure 


The misbelecuing world, that the Sunge ſhines, 
[= When 
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Whentis in th'full Meridian of his beauty. 
No cloud of blacke detraQtion can eclipſe 
The light of thy rare knowledge , henceforth caſting 
All poore diſguiſes off, that play in rudenefſe, 
Call me your ſeruant: onely for the preſent, 
I witha happy bleſſing to your Labours ; 
Heauen crowne your vndertakings ; and beleeue me, 
Ere many houics can paſle,art our next meeting, 
The bonds my duty owes, ſhall be full cancelled. Zx#. 
Cora, Farwell—a ſhrewd-braine Whorlſon, there's 
In his vatoward plainenefſe, — (pith 
Enter T roll:o with a Murrion 01. y 
Now,thenewes ! | 
Troll, Worſhipfull Maſter DoRor, Thane a grea 
deale of I cannot tell whar,to fay t'ce : My Lord thun- 
ders : euery word that comes out of his mouth, roares 
like a Cannon: the houſe ſhooke once,my young Lady 
dares not be ſeenc. 418 
Cora, We will roare with him,Tro//7a,if be roare. + 
T rol, He has got a great Poll-axe in his hand, and 
fences it vp and downe the houſe, as it hewere to make 
roome for the Pageants. I haue prouided me a Murrion 
for feare ofa clapon the Coxcombe. 
 _ Cora, Nomarter forthe Mutrrion, here's my Cap : 
Thus I will pull it downe , and thus out-ſtare him. 
Trol. The Phyficion is got as mad as my Lord, — 
O braue,a man of Worſhip. 
Cor.Lethim come, Trol/zo,l will firke his Trangdido, 
And bounce, and bounce in merall, honeſt 7ro4zo. 
Trol. Hee vapours like a Tinker, and ftrurs like a 
I uggler. Menanider within. Soho: 50 ho. 
Troll, There,there, there, looke to your Right Vor- 
ſhiptull,looke to your ſclte, 


Enter 
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Enter Meleander with a po'l-axe, 

Mel. Show me the Dog,whoſe triple throatednoyſe, 
Hath rowz4 a Lyon from his vocoth den, 
To teare the Curre in pieces, 

Cor. Stay thy pawes, 
Couragious bealt,clſe lo,the gorgeous skull, 
That (hall cransforme thee, to that reſtleſle ſtone, 
Which Sy/phus roules vp againſt the hill , 
Whence tumbling downeagaine,ir,with his waight 
Shall cruth thy bones,and puffe thee into Ayre. 

Mel.Hold,hold thy. conqu'ring breath,tis ſtronger far 
Then Gun-powderand Garlike. lf the Fates 
Haue ſpun my thred,and my ſpent.clue of life 
Be now vntwiſted, let vs part like friends. 
Lay vp my weapon, Tro//jo,and be gone, 

Trol., Yes Sir, with all my hearr. Fxit.Troll' 

Mel.This triend and | will walke, and gabble wiſely, 

Cor. I allow the motion : On. 

Mel. So Polititians thriue, 
That with their crabbed faces, and fly tricks 
Legerdemayne,ducks,cringes, formall beards, 
Criſp'd haires,and punRuall cheats, do wriggle in 
Their heads firſt, like a Foxe,to roomes of State, 
Then the whole body tollowes, 

Cor. Then they fill Lordſhips, ſteale womens hearts: 
with them and their's the world runnes round, yet theſe 
are ſquare men ſtill, 

Mel.There are none poore,but ſuch as ingroſle offices, 
Cor. None wiſe ; but vnthrifrs, bankruprs, beggers, 
Mel, The hangman isa rare Phifician, (Raſcals, 
Cor. Thats not ſo good,it ſhalbe granted. 


Mel.Allthe buz of Drugs,and Myncralls and Simples, 
I 2 Bloud- 
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Bloud-lettings, Vomits,Purges,or what elſe 
Is coniur d vp by men of A rt,togull 
Licge-people,and reare golden piles,are traſh 
Toa well-(trong-wrought halter ; there the Goute, 
The ſtone, yes and the Melancholy deuill, 

Arecur'd inlefle time then apaire of minutes. 
Build me a Gallows in this very plot, 
And lle difpatch your buſineſke. 
Cora, Fix the knotright vnder the left care. 
Mel, Sirra, make ready. 
Cora. Yer doe not be too ſudden,grant me leave, 
To giue a farewell ro a creature long 
Abſented from me.,tis adaughter (Sir) 
Snatchr from me in her youth, a handſome girle, 
Shce comes to askea bleſſing. 
Mel, Pray where is (hee* | cannotſce her yer, 
Cora, Shee makes more haſte 
In her quicke prayers then her trembling ſeppes, 
Which many grietes haue, weakened. 
Mel, Cruell man ! pi2-:tchy 
How canſt thou ripa hearrt,that's cleft already 
With injuries of times whilſt | amFranricke, 
Whilſt throngs of rude diuifions huddle on, 
And doe difranke my braines from peace,and ſleepe., 
So long [ am inſenſible of cares. 
As ballsof wild-fire may befafely rouche; 
Not violently ſundred,and throwne vp 
So my diſtemper'd thoughts reſt in their rage, 

Not hurryed in the Ayre of reperition, 

Or memory of my misfortunes paſt. 

Then are my grictes ſtrooke home, 

When they are reclaym'd, 

To their owne pitty of themſelues— Proceed; 
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What of your daughter now ? 

Cor. I cannorrell yee, 
Tis now out of my head againe; my braines 
Are crazie; I haue ſcarce lept one found lleepe 
Theſe twelue moneths. 

M1. 'las poore man; canſt thou imagine 
Toproſper in the taske thou tak in hand, 
By practiſing a cure vpon my weakeneſle, 
And yet beno Phyſician for thy lelte ? 
Goe,goe, turne ouer all thy bookes once more, 
And lear cto thriue in modeſty ; for impudence | 
Does leaſt become a Scholer. Thou arta foole, 
A kind of learned foole, 

Cor, Idoeconteſleit: 

Mel. Itthoucanſtwake with me, forget to care, 
Renounce the thought of Grearneſle , tread on Fate; 
Sigh out a lamentable tale of things 
Done long agoe,and ill done z and when ſighes 
Are wearied, piece vp whatremaines behind, 

With weeping eyes.and hearts that bleed to death; 
Thou ſhalc be a companion fit for me, 

And wewill fit together like true friends, 

And neuer be deutded. With what greedineſſe 
DoeT hug my affliions ? there's no mirth 

Which is not truly ſcaſon'd with forne madneſle. 

As for example. 

Cora, Whatnew Crochetnext ? 

There is ſo much ſence in this wilde diſtraRion, 
Thar I am almoft our of my wits roo, 
To {ce and heare him: ſome few houres more: 
Spent here,would turne me Apiſh., it nor frantick.. 
E'er Meleander and Cleophyla. 
| Inall thevolumes thou _ FU ghou Marv 
3 


Exit. 


of 
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Of knowledge,haſt thou mer with any rarity, 
Worthy thy contemplation likero this ? 
The modell of the Heauens, the Earth,the Waters, 
The harmony.and (ſweet conſent of times, 
Arenot of ſuch an excellence,in forme 
Oftheir Creation,as the infinite wonder 
That dwelles within the compaſle of this face : 
And yet 1 tell chee, Scholer,vnder this 
Well-ord'red figne,is lodg'd ſuch an obedience, 
As will hereafter in another age, 
Strike all compariſon into a ſilence. 
She had a Siſter too : but as tor her, 
If I were giuen to talke, I coo'd deſcribe 
A pretty picce of goodnefle : ler that paſſe 
We wuſt be wiſe ſomtimes: What would you with her? 
Cor. 1 with her ! nothing by your leauc, Sir,[: 
It is not my profeſſion. 
Mel. Youare ſawcy, 
And as I rake ir, ſcuruy in your ſawcineſle, 
To vie no morereſpe&t good foule,be patient: 
Wearea paire of things the world doth laugh ar ; 
Yetbe content,Cleophila, thoſe clouds 
VVhich barre the Sunne from ſhining on our miſeries, 
Willneuer be chac'd off tu}lI am dead ; 
And then ſomecharicable fou'e will cake thee 
Into proteQion. I am halting on, 
The time cannot be long, 
Cleo. I doe belecch yee, 
Sir,as you louc your health,as you reſpe& 
My ſafety,letnot paiſion overrule you. 
Mel. It ſhallnor,! am friends with all the world. 
Ger me ſome wine. to witnelle that [ will be 


An abſolute good fellow, I will drinke with thee. 


Cord. 
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Cora. Haue you prepar'd his Cup ? 

Cleo, Tis in readineſſe, 

Enter Cuculus and Grilla. 

Cucul, By your leaue,Gallants,I come to ſpeake with 
a young Lady,as they ſay, the old 7rojianes daughter of 
the houle. 

Mcl. Your bufineſſe with my Lady daughter, Tofle. 

Gril, Tofle-pot ? O baſe! Tofle-por ? (por ? 

Cucul, Peace;do'ſt nor ſee in what caſe he is:I would 
doe my owuecommendationsto her; that's all, 

Mel, Doe,come my Genims,we will quafe in wine 
Till we grow wiſe, 

Cora, True Nectar is divine. Exit Mel. Cora, 

Cucul, So,l am glad he is gone. Page,walke aſide. 
Sweet Beauty, I am ſent Embaſſadourfrom the Miltris 
of my thoughts,to you, the Miſtris ofmy deſires. 

Cleo. So Sir, I pray be briefe, 

Cucul, That you may know, Iam not as they ſay, an 
Animall , which is as they fay,a kinde of Cokes, which 
isas the learned terme, an Aﬀe, a Puppy, a Widgin,a 
Dolt,a Noddy,a 

Cleo. As you pleaſe. 

Cucul, Pardon me-for that, it ſhall be as you pleaſe 
indeed. Forſooth I loue to be courtly,and in faſhion. 

Cl:o, Well,to your Embaſie; whar,or from whom ? 

Cucul, Marry what is more then I know? for ro know 
what's what is to know what's what, and for wha!*s what : 
bur thele arc fooliſh figures,and to little purpole. 

C/ea, From who then are you ſent? 

Cucrl, There you come to meagen: O,to bee in the 
fauour of great Ladics,is aſmuch to lay, as to be great in 
Ladies tauours. 

Cleo, Good timea day tee ; | can ſtayno longer. | 

Cuche, 


63 


64 The Lovers Melayot 


Cucul.By this light but you muſk, for now I come toor. 
The moſt excellent,moſt wiſe,moſt dainty,precious,1o- 
viag, kinde , ſweet, intolerably faire Lady Thamaſt 
commends to your little hands, this letter of impor- 
rance. By your leauc, lerme firſt kiſſe and then deliuer it 
in faſhion,to your owne proper beauty, 

Cleo, To me from her? Tis ſtrange ; [ dare peruſe ir. 

Cucul. Good,O that I had not reſolu'd to liue a fin- 
plc life! Heer's temptation able ro coniure vp a ſpirit 
with a witneſſe.So ſo :ſhehas read it. 

Clee.Is't poſſible?Heauen, thou art great and bountiful, 
Sir,] much thanke = paines:and to the Princeſle, 
Let my loue,duty,ſcryice,be remembred. 

Cucul, They ſhall Mad-dame, 

Cleo. When we of hopes,or helpes,are quite bereauen, 

Our humble pray'rs haucentrance in 4 $19 4 
Cucal, Thats my opinioncleerely and without doubr. 
ay Exit, 


. 


Enter Areas and Sophrones. 


Aret. The Prince is throughly mou'd. 
Ns Sophron. I never ſawhim ſo much diſtemp'red, 
Aret, What ſhould this young man bee, 


Or whither can he be conuay'd * : 
Sophr.Tis to me a myſtery, I vnderſtand it not. [ 
Aret. Norl. ſ. 

Enter Prince Amethus and Pelias. 
Prince Yee haue conſented all to worke vpon - 

The ſoftneſſe of my nature; bur take heede: T 


Though I canſleepe in filence,and looke on 
The mockery yee make of my du!! patience; 
Yer'ec ſhall know,the beſt of yee,thatin mee » 
There is a maſculin,aſtirring ipirir ; In 


Which 
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Which prouokt,ſhall like a bearded Comet 
Set yeeat gaze,and threaten horrour, 

Pel, Good Sir. 

Prin.Good Sir. Tis not your ative wit or language, 
Nor your graue politicke wiſdomes(Lords)ſhall dare 
To check-mate and controle my iuſk commands, 

Enter Menaphon, 
Where is the Youth your friend*is he found yet ? 

Hen. Notto be heard of, 

Prince, Flye then to the deſarr, 
Where thou didſi firſt encounter this Fantaſt icke, 
Thisairie apparition ; come no more 
In ſight: Ger yeeall from me zhe that ſayes, 
Isnot my friend. 
Amet. Tis ſirange. | 
CAret.Soph.\We muſt obey, Exeunt all but the Prince. 
Prince.Some angry power,cheates with rare deluſions, 
My credulous ſenſe : the very ſoule of Reaſon 
Is troubled in me—the Phyſician 
Preſented a ſtrange Maske, the view of ic 
Puzzl'd my vnderſtanding : but the Boy ——- 
Emer Rhetias, 
Rhetias thou art acquainted with my gricfes, 
Parthenophill is loſt,and I would ſee him 
For he is like to ſome thing I remember 
A great while fince,a long,long time agoe. 
Rhet. 1 haue been diligent (Sir)to pry into cuery cor- 
ner for diſcouery,but cannot meet with him: 
There is ſome tricke I amconfident, 
Prin, There is,there is ſome practice, {leight or plor. 
Rhet. 1 haue apprehended a hire Wench,in an odde 
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Priuate lodging in the Cirie,as like the Youth 
In ſace,as can by poſſibility be diſcern'd, 
K 


Prince, 
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Prince, How Rhettas ! 
Rhet. If it be not Parthenophill in long coates, 
Tis a fpirit in his likeneſſe , anſwer 
I can get none from her, you ſhall ſee her. 
Prince.. The young man in diſguiſe vpon my life, 
To ſtcale outof the Land, 
Rhet, le ſendhim tree. Exit Rhet, 
Enter Eroclea it womans attire, and liitens, 
Prince. Doe,doe my Rhetias, As there is by nature 
In cuery thing created contrarictie : 
Solikewile is there vnity and league 
Berweenethem in their kind ; but Aan,the abſtraRt 
Of all perfetion,which the workmanſhip 
Of Heaven hath model'd,in himſelfe containes 
Paſſions of ſeuerall qualitie,the muſicke 
Of mans faire compoſition beſt accords, 
When tis in conſort, not in ſingle ftraines, 
My heart has been vntun'd thele many moneths, 
Wanting her preſence;in whoſe equall loue 
Trueharmony conh1 ted; living here 
Weeare Heau'ns bounry all, but Fortunes exerciſe. 
Erec, Minutes are numbred by the fall of Sands; 
As by an houre-glaſſe,theſpan of time 
Doth waſte vs to our graues,and we looke on it, 
Aa age of pleaſures reuel'd out,comes home 
Atlaſt,and ends.in forrow, bur the life 
Weary ofryot,numbers every Sand, 
Wayling in ſighes,vntill the laſt drop downe, 
So toconclude calamity in reſt. 
Prince, \hat Eccho yeelds a voyce to my complaints? 
Can I be no where priuate ? 
Eroc. Letthe ſubſtance 


As ſuddenly be hurried from your eyes, & 
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As the vaine ſound can paſſe your care, 
Ifno impreſſion of a troth vow'd yours, K neeles, 
Retainea conſtant memory. (checkes, 
Prince. Stand vp; tis not the figure [tamprt vpon thy 
The coozenage of thy beauty,grace,or rongue, 
Can draw from me a lecret,that hath been 
The onely lewell of my ſpecchlefſe thoughts. 
Eroc. | am ſo worne away with fearcs and ſorrowes, 
So wintred with the tempeſts of atflition, 
That the bright Sunne of your life-quickning preſence 
Hath ſcarce one beame of force,to warme againe 
That ſpring of chearctull comfurt,which youth once 
Apparel'd in freſh lookes. 
Prince. Cunning Impoſtor, 
Vntruth hath made thee ſubtle in thy trade : 
If any neighbouring Greatreſſe hath ſeduc'd 
A free-bornereſolution,to attempt 
Some bolder a& of treachery,by cutting 
My weary dayes off. Wherefore (Cruel{-mercy) 
Haſt thou afſum'd a ſhape,that would make treaſon 
A piety,guilt pardonable,blood-ſhed 
As holy as the ſacrifice of peace? 
Eroc. The Incenſe of my loue-defires,are flam'd 
Vponan Altar of more conſtant proofe, 
Sir,O Sir, rurne me backe into the world, 
Command me to forget my name, my birth, 
My Fathers ſadnefſc,and my death aliue, 
Ifall remembiance of my Faith hath found 
A buriall,wichour pitic in your ſcorne. (weaue 
Prince, My (corne(diſdainetull Boy) ſhall ſoone vn- 
The web thy Art hath twiſted : caſt thy ſhape off, 
Diſroabe the mantle of a fained Sex, 


Ando I may be geatle; as thou arr, 
K 2 There's 
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There's witch-craft in thy language,in thy face, 
In thy demeanors turne,turnefrom me (prethee) 
For my beliefe isarm delle. Yer ( faire ſubtilty) 
Before we part(for part we muſt) be true, 

Tell me thy Countrey. 

Eroc, Cyprus. 

Prince. Na: thy Father. 

Eroc. Mcleandtr. 

Prince, Haſt a name ? 

Eroc, A name of mifery,the yntortunate Eroclea. 

Prince, There is danger 
In this ſeducing counterfeit. great goodneſle ! 
Hath honeſty and vertue left the time ? 

Are we become fo impious,that to tread 
The path of impudence, is Law andLIuſtice ? 
Thou vizard of a beauty cuer ſacred, 

Giue me thy name. 

Eroc. Whil't I was loſt to memory, 
Parthenophill did ſhrowd my ſhame in change 
Ofſundry rare misfortunes : but ſince now 
I am,before [ dye,return'd toclaime 
A Conuoy to my graue, [muſt not bluſh 
To letPrince Pallador (if I offend,) 

Know when he doomes me,that he doomes Eroclea. 
I am that wofull Maid. 

Prixce. Toyne not too faſt 
| Thy penance, with the ſtory ofmy fuffrings. 
So dwelt /implicity with virgin truth ; 

So :Mar;yrdome and holineſſe arc twins, 
As innocence and [weetneſſe on thy tongue. 
But let me by degrees colle& myſenſes, 
I may abuſe my truſt. Tell me,whatayre 


Haſt thou perfum'd,fince Tyranny firſt raviſhe 


The 
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ThecontraQ of our hearts ? 
Eroc, Deare Sir,in Athens haueTbeen buried, 
Prince, Buried ! Rightas I 
In Cyprus —Cometotriall,ifthou beeſt 
Eroclea, in my boſomel can finde thee. 
Eroc, As1,Prince Pa/ador, in mine: This gift 
She ſhewes him a T ablet. 
His bounty bleſt me with,the onely phyſicke 
My ſolitary cares haue hourely tooke, 
To keepe'mefrom deſpaire. 
Prince, Weare but Fooles 
To trifle in diſpures,or vainely ſtruggle 
With that eternall ercy which proreRts vs. 
Come home,home to my heart, .hou baniſhr-peace, 
My extaſic of ioyes would ſpeake in paſſion, 
Bur that I would not loſe that part of man, 
Which is reſeru'd to intertaine content. 
Eroclea,l am thine; O let me ſeize thee 
As my inheritance. Hymen ſhall now 
Serall his Torches burning,to giue light 
Throughout this Land, new ſettled in thy welcome. 
Eroc, Youareſtill gracious. Sir,how I haueliu'd, 
By what meanes been conuey'd,by wilt preſeru'd, 
By what return'd ; Rhetias,my truſty ſeruanrt, 
Dire&:d by the wiſdome of my Vncle, 
The good Sophronos,can informe at large. 
Prince. Enough, in ſtead of Muſicke,cuery night 
To make our {leepesdelighttull, thou ſhalt cloze 
Our weary eyes wirh ſome part of thy ſtory, 
Eroc, O but my Father! 
Prince. Fearenot: tobehold | 
Erocleaſafe,will make him youn _ 


Ir ſhall be our firſt raske, Bluſh ſen uallfollics, 
K 3 VVhich 
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Which are not guarded with thoughts chaſtly pure, 
& There is no faith in luſt,but bayres of Arres , 
&© Tis vertuous loue keepes cleare contracted hearts, 


Aus V. Scena l, 
Enter Corax and Cleophila, 


Cordxe 

Is well, tis well,the houre is at hand, 
Which muſt conclude the buſines, that no Arr 
Coo'd al this while make ripe for wiſht content, 
O Lady,in the turmoyles of our liues, 
Men are like politike States, or troubled Seas, 
Toſt vp and downe with ſcuerall ftormes and tempeſts, 
Change,and varictic of wracks.and fortunes, 
Till labouring to the Hauens of our homes, 
We ſiruggle br the Calme that crownes our ends. 

Cleo. A happy end Heauen bleſle vs with, 

Cora. Tis well ſaid,the old man fleepes ſtill ſoundly? 

Clo. May i dreames 
Play in his fancy, that when he awakes, 
With comfort, he may by degrees,digeſt 
The preſent bleſſings in a moderate Ioy. 

Cora. I drencht his cup to purpoſe , hene'reſtir'd 
Ar Barber or at Taylor : a will laugh 
At his owne Metamorphoſis,and wonder. 
We muſt be watchfull. Does the Coach ſtand ready ? 

Enter T rollio, 

Cl-o. All as you commanded, What's your haſte for ? 

701, Abraceof bigge women,vſhcr'd by the young 
old 
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old Ape,with his ſhee-clog at his bum, are enterd the 
Caſile , Shall they come on ? 

Cora. By any meanes,the time is precious now ; 
Lady.be quick and catcfull, follow, Trolto, 

Trol. loweall Sir-Reuerence to your Right Wors- 
ſhiptulneſſe. 

Cleo, So many feares,ſomany ioyes,encounter 
My doubttull expeQations,that I wauer 
Berweene the re{olution of my hopes 
And my obedience tis not (O my Fate) 
The apprehenſion ofa timely bleſſing 
In pleatures, ſhakes my weakenefſle ; but the danger 
Ofa miltaken duty, that confines 
The limits of my reaſon; let me liue, 
Veriue,to thee as chaſte,as Truth to time. 


Enter T hamaſta. 


Tham, Attend metill I call. —My ſweet Cleophila, 

Cleo, Great Princeſſe——— 

Than, I bring peace, to ſuea Pardon 
For my negle&,ofall thoſe noble vertues 
Thy minde and duty areapparel'd with, 

I haue deſeru'd ill from thee, and muſt ſay, 
Thou are too gentle,ifthou canſt forger it, 

Cleo. AJag,you haue not wrong'd me : for indeed, 
Accuaintance with my ſorrowes,and my fortune, 
Were growne to ſuch familiarity, 

That twas an impudence, more then preſumption, 
To wiſh ſo greata Lady as youare, 

Should loſe affe&ion on my Vncles Sonne, 

Bur that your Brother, equall im your blood, 

Should ſtoope to ſuch a lowneſle,as ro lou 
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A Caſt-away,a poore deſpiſed Maid, 
Onely for me to hope was almoſt ſine, 
Yet troth L never tempted him, (Sweetnes) 
7 ha. Chidenot the groflencs of my treſpaſſe(louely 
In ſuch an humble language, | haue ſmarted 
Already in the wounds, my pride hath made 
Vpon thy ſufferiags. Henceforth tis in you 
To worke my happineſle, 
Cles. Call any ſeruice 
Ofmine adebr,for ſuch it is ; the Letter 
You lately ſent me, in the bleſt contents 
Ir made me priuy to, hath largely quitred 
_ ſuſpicion of your Grace or goodneſle. 
Tham, Letmeimbrace thee with a Siſters loue, 
A Siſters ous, Gage : forſhould 
My Brother henceforth ſtudy ro forget 
The vowes that he hath made thee,I would cuer 
Sollicite thy deſerts. 
Enter Amethus aud Menaphon, 
Ame, We muſt haue entrance. 
Tham, Muſt ? Who are they ſay, muſt ? you are yn- 
Brother is't you, and you too, Sir ? (mannerly. 
Ame. Your Ladiſhip has had atime of 
Scolding to your humour : 
Does the ſtorme hold ill ? 
Cl:o. Neuer fell aſhowre 
Moreſcaſonably gentle on the barren 
Parchrt thirſty earth,then ſhowres of courteſic 
Haue from this Princeſle been diſtilled on me, 
To make my growth in quict of my mind 
Secure andlaſting. 
Tham. You may both belecue that I was not vnciuill, 
Ame. Qiſh, I know her ſpirit,and her envy. 
Cleo 
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Cleo. Now in-troth, Sir, 
Pray credit mel dee not vſe to ſwears - 
The vertuqus Princefic hath in words andcarria ge 
Been kind, fo ouer-kind,that I doe bluſh : 
I amnot rich enough in thankes ſufficienr 
For her vnequall d ounty.,——-My good Couſin, 
l hauc a ſuireto you. 

Men, It ſhall begranted. 

Cleo, That notime, no perſwaſſon,no reſpes 
Of fealouſies paſt,preſent, or hereafter 
By poſhbilitie ro be conceiued, 
Draw you from that ſincerity and pureneſſe 
Ofloue, which you haue oftentimes proteſted 
To this great worthy Lady.ſhe deſerues 
A duty more, then what the tyes of Marriage 
Canclaime, or warrant : be tor cuer hers, 
As ſhe is yours,and Heauen increaſe your comforts. 

Ame. Clejhila hath play'd the Church-mans part, 
lle not forbid the Banes. 

Hen. Are youconſented ? 

T ha.l haue one raske in charge firſt, which concernes 
Brother, benot more cruell then this Lady, (mc. 
She hath forgiuen my follies,ſo may you: 

Her youth, her beauty, innocence,diſcrerion, 

Without additions ofeſtare or birth, 

Are dower for a Prince indeed. You lou'd her; 

For ſure you ſworeyou did : elſe if you did nor 

Here fixe your hearr,andthus reſolue,itnow 

You miſle this Heauen on earth, you cannot find 

I any other choice ought bura hell, (lomely 
Ame,The Ladies ate turn'd Lawyers,and picadc hand- 

Their Clientscaſes. I amancafic [udge, 


Ando ſhalt thou bez3tenapror. I giuerhee 
91 L My 
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My Siſter for a wife, a good one,friend.' + 

Men. Lady,willyou confirme the gift? 

T ham, The errors of my miſtaken judgement being 
To your remembrance, I ſhall ever ſtriue (loſt, 
In my. obediericetodeferue your pity: 

Mep, My love,my care, my all. 

Amet, What reſts for me ? 

I'm ſtill a Batchelor : Sweet Maid,reſolue me, 
May lyet call you mine? 

Cleo, My Lord _Amethes, 

Blame not my plaineneſſe,] amyoung and ſimple, 
And haue not any powerto diſpoſe 

Mine owne Will withowe warranc from my father : 
Thar purchaſt,l amyours, 

Amet. Itſhall ſuthce'me. 

Eater Cuculus; Pelias, Trollio and Grilla pluckt 
mby em, 14-11 

Cucil. Reuenge,l maſt haue revenge; Iwill have re. 
uenge. bitter and abominable revenge; I will hzucre- 
uenge. This vntaſhionable Mungrill,this Lv:{cy-wool- 
ſey of mortality; by this hand, Miftris,this ſhce-Roague 
isdrunke,andclapper-clawd-me withour any renerence 
to my perſon, or good garments, why. d'cenot ipeake, 
Gentlemen: 


Pel, Somecertaine blowes hauc paſt, and'c like your 
Highneſle. 5 

Troll: Some few knocks of Friendſhip, ſome.loue- 
royes, ſome Cvftes1n kindnefle, or fo;/ ', 1414 1 » | 

Gril, Tie turne him away, hethallbee my Maſter no 
longer. 

Men, Is this your ſhe-Page,Cucw/u5?tisa Boy, ſure. 

Cucul, A Boy,an arrame Boy.in long coares. 3 ;. 


and 4 


Troll,. He has mumbled;his note, chat tis as big as a 
great 
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Cucul, Olxthou Cock-vermineof iniquity, 
| Tha.Peliasrake hence the wag, and ſchoole himfor'. 
For your part,ſeruant, Ile increate the Prince 
To grant you ſome fit place abourthis Wardrobe. 
-''Cucul, Euet after a bloody noſe do dreame of good 
L horribly chanke your Ladiſhip, (lucke, 
Whil't I'm in office, the old garbe ſhall agen 
Grow in requelt,and'Tay!ors ſhaltbe men, 
Come T 70/{:o,helpe;rowaſhmy face,prethee. 
Tyol.-: Yes,and to ſcowre it too; _ 
Exit Cuculus,T rollis,Relias Grill, 


Emter Rhetias, Cora. 


Rhet. The Prince and Princefle are athand,giue over 
your amarous. Dialogues. Moſt honor'd Lady, hence- 
torth forbeare your {adneſlc:; are you ready to practiſe 
your inſtruQions ? 

Cleo. Thaue ſtudied 
My part with care, and will performe it(Rhetias) 

V nh all cheskill I can. 
Cor. ile paſſermy word forher., 


Floriſh, Enter Prince,Sophronus, Arttins,and 
. Erocleng: |; +1 


Prince. Thus Princes ſhou'd be circled with a guard 
Oftruly noble friends, and watcbfull ſubie&ts, 
O Khetias,thou art uſt; the Youth chou rold'it me, 
That liu'd at Athens,isreturnd-ar laſt ... 
To her owne fortunes, and contracted I oue. 


Rha, My knowledge made me ſure of my report, Sir. 
\L L 2 Prince. 
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Prince. Eroclea cleare thy feares,whenthe. Sun ſhines, 
Clouds muſt not dareto-multet in theskie, ©} | 
Nor ſhal they here—— Why dothey kneele? Stand vp, 
The day and placeispriuitedg'd. - -;; - (a SanQuary, 
Soph Your preſenceyGreat Sir, makes cuery roowe 
Prince: \Whertfore docs this youog _ vic ſuch cir- 
Induty tovs? Riſe, .. (unſioncs, 
Eroc. Tis I muſtraiſcher. 
Forgiue me, Sifter,1haue been roo private; : 
In hiding from your knowledge any fecrer | 
That ſhould haue beemin- common twixr-our ſoules: 
Bur. I was rul'd by councell: | 
Cleo, That I ſhew my ſeltea Girle(Siſter)and bewray 
Toy in too ſoft a paſſion'fore all theſe, 
I hope you cannot blame me. 
Primer, We muſtpart-:: 
The ſulden m&eting of theſe twotaire Riuolers 
With th' Iland of our armes, Clrophrla, 
The cuſtomeof thy piety hath built 
Euen to thy younger yeeres a Monument 
Ofmemorable Fame ; fome greatteward | 
Muſt wait on thy deſerr. 
Soph. ThePrince ſpeakest 1ee,Neece.. 
Cor. Chat low,[ pray ; let's abour our buſineſſe, 
The good old man awakes - wy Lord,with-draw ; 
Rhetias,ler's ſettle here the Coach, 
Prince. Away! theo, Exit. 
Soft Mu che; Enter Hkatke (in 4 —_ ) FY haireand 
beard trimd habit and gowne chang'd,  Rhettas 
and Coraxiand Boy that | 


-Vings, (> enmunG: - () 
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T he Song. 


Fly hence, ſhadowes,that doe keep 
Watchfull ſorrowes,charm'd m ſleepe 
Though the Eyes be enertaken, 
Tet the Heart doth ever waken 
Thovghts,chais'd vp in buſie ſnares 
Of continaall woes and cares : 
Lone andgriefcs are ſoexpreſt, 
As they rather ſigh thenveſt, 
Fly hence, ſhadowes,tbat doe keepe 
Watchfull ſorrow. s,charm'd in ſleepe. 


Mel. Where am I? Ha > What ſounds aretheſe? Tis 
Oh, 1 haveſlepr belike:tis bur the foolery (day,ſure. 
Of ſome begvuiling dreame. So,ſo,l will not 
Trouble the play of my delighted Fancy 
Bur dreame my dreame our, 

Cor. Morrow to your Lordſhip: 

You tooke a.jolly nap,and ſlept it ſoundly. 

Mel. Away, beaſt, let me alone. 

Ceaſe muſicke. 

Cora. O by your leave, Sir. 

I muſt be bold ro raiſe yee.clſe your Phiſicke 
Will curne tofurther fclines 

Mel.Pliifick, Beare-leech? 

Cor. Yes phiſick,you are mad. 

Mel, Trollio.Cleoptila, 

Rhes. Sir, lam here. 

Mel.1 know thee, Rhetias, prethee rid the roome 
Ofthis tormenting noyle. Ke tells me,firra. 

I haue tooke my {7 
3 


Ret. 
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Rhet Sir true,you haue; and this moſt Iearned Scho. 
Apply'd tec. O you were in-dangerous plight (ler 
Before he tocke ye hand. 
Mel, Thele things are drunke, 
Dirc&ly drunke, VVhere did you ger your liquor * 
Cor, I neuer ſawa body inthe wane 
Of age,ſo oucr ſpred with ſeverall forts 
Ofſuch diſeaſes,as the ſtrength of Yourh 
Would groane vnderand finke. 
Rhet. The more your glory in the miraculous cure. 
Cor, Bring me the Cordiall 
Prepar'd for him to take afterhis ſkepe, 
Twill doe him good atheart, 
Rhet, Thope itwill, Sir, Exit. 
Mel.What do'ſt think I am, that thou ſhould'ſ fiddle 
So much vpon my patience? Foolezthe waight 
Ofmy diſeaſe fits on my heart ſ@heauy, 
That all the hands of Art cannot gemoue +, | 
One graine to eaſe my griefe. lf thoucoodit poylon 
My memory,or wrap my ſenſes vp 
Into a dulneſſe,hard and cold as Flints f 
If thou cood'ſt make me walke;ſpeake,cateand laugh 
Without a ſenſe or knowledge of my faculties, 
Why then perhaps at Matrsthowmight'{tmake benefi 
Of ſuch an Anticke motion,and ger credir | 
From credulous gazers, but not profit me, 
Study togull the wiſe ; I am200 fimple 
To be wrought on. & &p 
Cor, Ile burne my bookes (old man) 
But I will doe thee good, and quickly too. 


Emter Artis with a Patent: '' * 
Aret,Moſt hortbr dUiore Meleanger;ourgreat Maſter, 
is - Prince 
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Prince Pa/ador of Cyprus, hath by me 
Sent you this Patent,in which is contain'd 
Not onely confirmation of the Honors 
You formerly enioyed,but the addition 
Ot che Marſhalſhip of Cyprus,and ere long 
He meanes to viſit you. Excuſe my haſte, 
I muſt attend the Prince, — | 
Cer, There's one Pill workes. 
Mc, Do'ſt know that ſpiric?tis a grave familiar, 
And talkt I know not what. 
Cor, Hee's like,me thinks,the Prince his Tutor, 4retvs. 
Mel. Yes,yes; it may be I haue ſcene ſuch a formality; 
No matter where,or when, 


Exit, 


Enter Amethus with 4 Staffe, 


Amer The Prince hath ſent ye 
(My Lord) this Staffe of Office,and withall - 
Salutes you Grand Commander of the Ports 
Thronghour his Principalities. He ſhortly 
Will vifit you himſelfe: I muſt attend him.— Ex. 

Cor, Decfeele your phyſick ſtirring yet? 

Mel. A Diuellis a rare luggler, and can cheate the 
But not corrupt the reaſon in the Throne (eye, 
Ota pure foule.-—— Another ? | will ſtand thee, 

Be what thou canſt, I carenor. 


Emter Sophronus with 4 
T ables. 


(this rich Relique, 
Soph. From the Prince; deare Brother, I preſent you 
A lewell he hath long worne in his boſome : 
Hencelorth he bade mee ſay, he does beſeech you 


To 
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Tocall him ſonne,for he will call you Father. 

It is an honor(brother)chara ſubie&t _ 

Cannot bur intertaine with thanktull pray'rs. 

Be moderarte in your loyes,he will 1a perſon 

Confirme my errand, but commands. my ſeruice, Exit, 
Cora. Whathope now of your Cure? 
Mel. Stay,ſ(tay What Earthquakes 

Roule in my fleſhthere's Prince,and Prince and Prince; 

Prince vpon Prince:the dotage of my forrowes 

Reuells in magick of ambitious {corne, 

Be they Inchantments deadly(as the graue) 

Lle looke vypon'em: Parent, Raffe,avd Relick 

To the laſt firſt. Round me, ye guarding miniſters 

Andeuer kcepe me waking till the Cliftes 

That ouer hang my fight fall off, and leauc 

Theſc hollow ſpaces to be cram'd with duſt. 
Cor. Tis time | ſee to fetchtiHfe Cordiall. Prthee 

Sit downe:lle inſtantly be here agaitne——— _ Exit. 
Mel. Good, giue me leave, I will fir downe indeed: 

Here's Company enough for me to prateto, 

Eroclea, Tis the ſame,the cunning Art{man 

Faultred not ina line. Cood he hauefaſhen'd 

A lirtle hollow ſpace here,and blowne breath 

To haue made it moue,and whiſper,'t had bin excellent, 

But faith, tis well,tis very well as tis. 

Paſkng,moſt paſſing well. 


Enter Cleophila, E) oclea,Rbetias . 


Cleo. The ſoueraigne Greatneſle, 
V\ho,by Commiſſion from the. powers-of heauen, 
Swayes both this/Land and vs,our gracious Puunce, 
By mepreſcnts you{Sin)with this large bounty, 
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A gift more precious cohim then his birth-right. 
Here let your cares rake end , now ſet atliberty 
Your long impriſon d heart, and welcome home 
The ſolace of your foule.too long kept from you. 
i Eroc. Deare Sir,you know me. 
Mel, Yes,chouwart my Daughter : 
My eldeſt bleſſing. Know thee © Why Eraclea, 
I neuer did forget thee in thy abſcace, 
Poore foule,how do'tt ? 
Eroc. The beſt of my well-being conſiſts in yours, 
Mel. Stand vp : the gods who hitherto 
Haue kept vs both aliue,preſerue thee cucr, 
Cleop/t/a.] thanke thee and the Prince, 
I thanke thee roo,#&rocles.thatthou would'(t 
In pitic of my age,take ſo much pines 
Toliuc,till I mightonce more looke vpon thee, 
Before | broke my heart © () twasa piece | 
Ofpiety and duty vnexampled. 
Rhet. The good-man rellitheth his comforts ſtrangely, 
The ſight doth turne me child, 
Ergc. Thauenot words that can expreſle my ioyes. 
Cleo, Norl. | 
Mel, Norl : yet letvs gaze on.onc another freely, 
And ſurfer with our eyes; ler me beplaine, 
If 1 ſhould ſpeake as much as 1 ſhould ſpeake, 
I ſhou!d talke ofa thouſand things at once, 
And all of thee, of thee (my child) of thee: 
My reares like rattling winds lackr vp in Caues, 
Doe buitle tora vent-— - on r'ocher (ide, 
To flye out into mirth werenotſocomely. 
Come hither,let me kifle thee-— with a pride, 
Strength.courage; and freſh blood,which now thy pre- 
Hath (tor'd mewith, | kneele beforerlhgir Altats, ,;fence 
M Whole 
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Whoſe ſoueraignty kept guard about tby ſafety. 
Aske.aske thy Siſter(prethce) (hee letellthee + 
How I have been much mad, 

Cieo. Much diſcontented, 

Shunning all meanes thar might procure him comforr. 

Froc. Heauenha's at laſt becn gracious. 

M-1, So fay l:butrwheretore arap.thy wordsmifuch 
Asif thou wert afraid ro' mingle truth ';(afloth, 
With thy misfortunes? Vnderſtand me hrovghly 
[ would not haue thee to reporr at large 
From point tapoint,a louroallot cy abſence: 

Twill cake vp roo:1muchzime;[-yould fecurely 
Ingroſle the little remnantotmy lite, | 
That thou might'(t every day berelling fomewhar, 
Which might conuay me to my reſt with comfort. 
Let me bethinke me,how weparredfirſt : + (i 
Puzzles wy faint revenmbrafito-5ec4 Bur ſbftg ! - 
Cleophila,thou toldſt me, rharthe Prince 
Sent:methis/preſent, | 
Cleo, From his own faire hands did receive my Siſter, 
Mel.To requite him, we willnotdig his Fathers graue 
Alchough the mention of him much concernes ( anow, 
The buſy neflewe inquireatt+++—as 1 faid, 4 , 
We parted ina hurry avthe Coure, - ; ; 'i:11/; 15: 
I tothis '_ aſtle;afrer made my layle: p 
Burt whither thou, dearc hearte-: 64, 97 

Rhet. Now cheytall to&r;t-Jooks for this. i/s 1114 

EF» oc by my. V nele$care;Sop//yones.my good Yoole) 
ſuddenly was lwaSaylers Boy _— da, 9 2090'k 
that very night; 5” 

Mel, A policiequicke and range. !- 

Eroc, The ſhip wavbbundfor Garineh, , whither6:6 
Anenddovelywith, Rug: leruant ahaney, OIL 


Abd 
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And all firneceflaries, wearriu'd: 
From thence in habitof a youth we journey'd 
To Athens,wheretill our returne of late, 
Have we liv! d ſafe. 
(Mel. Oh what a thing is man, 
To bandy faQtions of diſtemp'red paſſions, 
Againſt the ſacred prouidence aboue him ? 
Here in the Legen:dot thy two yeeres exile, 
Rare pity and delight are ſweetly mixr, 
And till chou wert a Boy. 
Eroc. So 1 obey d my Vncles wiſe command, 
Mel, Twas ſately carried,l humbly thanke thy Fate, 
Eroc, It earthly treaſures 
Arc powr'd in plenty downe from Heau n on mortals; 
They reigne amonglt thoſe Oracles, that tow 
In Scholes of facred knowledge; ſuch is Athers: 
Yer 4iLens was to me buta fairepriſon : 
The thoughts of you,my Siſter,Country, Fortunes, 
And ſomething of the Prince, barr'd all contents, 
Which e!ſe might raviſh ſence: forhad not, Rh tias, 
Been alwaics comfortable ro me certainely 
Things had gone worſe. 
Met. Speake low Erocle : 
Tharſomething of the Prince beares danger in it: 
Yet thou haſt trauayl'd (Vench)for ſuch Indowments, 
As nnght create a Prince a wite fit for him, 
Had he the World to guide: burrouch northere , 
How cam'tt thou tome ? 
Khor, Sir with your Noble fauour, 
Kiſſing: your hand fir}, that point | can anſwer, 
Het, Honeſt,right honelt Rheri as. 
Rher, Youy grave *rother 
Percciu'd with what a hopeizfle lone his ſonne, 


M 2: Lord 


- 
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Lord Menaphon,too cagerly purſu'd 
Thamaſta,Coufin to our preſent Prince z 

And to remou: the violence of affe&ion, 

Sent him to Arhens,where for twelue moneths ſpace 
Your daughter,my young Lady and her Couſin 
Enioy'd cach others grictes,till by his Father 

The Lord Sephrenos we were all call'd home. 

Mcl. Enough. enough, the world ſhall henceforth 
My thankfulnes to Heauen,and thoſe people (witneſle 
Who haue been piritull ro me and mine. 

Lend mea Looking+glaſſe—How now £ How came I 
So'courtlyin freſh rayments ? 

Rhet. Herc's the Glaſle, Sir. | 

Mel, I'm inthe trim ro0,—O Cleophila, 
This was the goodnefle of thy care and cunning. 
Whence comes this noyle ? Loud Muſicke, 

Rhet. The Prince my Lord-in perſon, 


Enter Prince,Sophronos, Atetas, Amethus, Menathon,T ha- 
maſt a,Cerax,Kala. 


Prince. Yeſhall not kneele tovs; riſe all, I charge ye; 
Father,you wrong your age,henceforth my armes 
And heart ſhall be your guard ; we bane o're-heard 
| paſſages of your vnired loues. 
Be young againe,' Melearnder,ltiue to number 
A happy generation,anddye old 
In comtorts as in yceres. The Offices 
And Honours whichl late on thee conferr'd, 
Are not fantaſticke bountics,burt thy merir.; 
Eniov them liberally. 
Mel.My teates mult chanke-ye,ſor my tongue cannot, 
Cor.l hauc kept my promiſe,& giuen-you a lure condo 
4 CEE, 
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Mel. O,arare one, (Gadnes : 
Prince. Good man, wee borh have ſhar'd cnoughof 
Though thine ha's raſted deeper of th'ex'reme ; 
I er vs forget ithenceforth, Vhere's the picture 
I ſent yee ? Keepe ir,tis a counterteir, 
And in exchange of thar,I ceaze on this, 
The rea!l tubſtance : with this other hand 
I giue away before her Fathers face 
His younger ioy,Cleophi/a.to thee 
Couſin _Amethns : take her, and be to her 
More then a Father,a deſerning husband. 
Thus rob'd of both thy children in a minute, 
Thy cares are taken off. 
Mel. My braines aredulld, 
I am intranc'd,and know not what you meanc: 
Great. gracious Sir, alas, why do you mocke me ? 
I am a weake old man, fo poore and feeble, 
That my vntoward ioynts can ſcarcely creepe 
Vnto the graue,where I muſt ſecke my reſt. 
Prince. Eruclea was you know,contracted mine , 
Cleophila, my Covfins by conſent 
Of both their hearts : Ve t0rh now claime our owne : 
Ir onely relis in you to giue a blefling 
For confirmation, 
Rhetias. Sirtis truth and ivſtice. 
Me/, The gods that lent ye to me,bleſſe your vowes : 
O Children,ch1ldren, pay your prayers to Heauen, 
For they haue ſhew'd much mercy. Burt Sophrones, 
Thou art my Brot! er : 1 can ſay no more: 
A good, guod Brother, 
Prince, I eave the reſt rorime. 
Couſin Thaw aſia,l muſt give you too : 
She's thy wife, Mex +ph;n, Rhernasor thee 
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And Corax.] have more then common thanks, 

On, rothe Temple; there all ſolemne Rites 
Perform'd,a generall Feaſt (ſhall be proclaim'd. 

The Lowers Melancholy hath found cure ; 

Sorrowes are chang d to Bride-iongs. So they thriue, 
Whom Fate in ſpite of ftormes ach kept aliue. 


Exteunt 0mnes. 


FIN IS. 


CAMENDSO CNET 
EPILOGVE. 
0 be 100 confident is as vniuſt 
In any Worke, as too much 10 diſtruſt | 
Who from the lawes of ſtudy haue not ſwers d, 
K ow, beg'd applauſes nexer wire deſeru'd. 
Ve muſt ſubmit to C enſure : ſo doth He, 
Whoſe houres begst this iſſue ; yet brine free 


For his part if He have not tteas'd you, then 
In this kinde ht le not trouble you agen, 


FINIS. 


